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PREFACE. 

f(HE following hymns arc feleStcd 
' fromtheChevalierBunfen's"Ver- 
fuch eines allgemeinen Gelang und 
Gebeibuchs," publiflied in 1833. 
From the krge number there given, about nine 
hundred, little more than one hundred have been 
chofen. This feleSion contains many of thofe 
heft luiown and loved in Gennany,but in a work 
of this fize it is impoflible to include all that have 
becomeclafficalinthathome of Chriftian poetry. 
In reading them it muft be remembered that 
they are hymns, not facred poems, though from 
their length and the intricacy of their metres, 
many of them may Teem to Enghfli readers 
adapted rather to purpofes of private than of 
public devotion. But the Tinging of hymns 
forms a much larger and more important part 
of public worfliip in the German Reformed 
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Churches than in our own fcrvices. It is the 
mode by which the whole congregation is en- 
abled to bear its part in the worfliip of Go4 
anCwering in this refpe£t to the chanting of our 
own Liturgy. 

Ever fince the Reformation, the German 
church has been remarkable for the number and 
excellence of its hymns and hymn-tunes. Be- 
fore that time it was not fo. There was no 
place for congregational imging in public wor- 
Ibip, and therefore the fpiritual longs of the 
latter part of the middle ages aiTumcd for the 
moll part an artificial and unpopular form. 
Yet there were not wanting germs of a national 
Church poetry in the verfes rather than hymns 
which were fung in German on pilgrimages 
and at Ibme of the high fellivals, many of which 
verfes were again derived from more ancient 
Latin hymns. Several of Luther's hymns are 
amplifications of verfes of this clafs,fuch as the 
Pentecoflal hymn here given, " Come, Holy 
Spirit, God and Lord,"* which is founded on a 
German verfion of th? " Veni SanAe Spiritus, ' 
Reple." By adopting thefe verfes, and retain- 
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ing their well-known melodies, Luther enabled 
his hymns to fpread rapidly among the common 
people. He alfo compofed metrical verfions of 
feveral of the Pfalms, the Tc Deum, the Ten 
Commandments, the Lord's Prayer, the Nunc 
Dimittis, the Da nobis Pacem, &c. thus enrich- 
ing the people, to whom he had already given 
the Holy Scriptures in their own language, with 
a treafure of that facred poetry which is the 
precious inheritance of every Chriftian Church. 

The hymn, *' In the midft of life,"* is one of ' 
thofc founded on a more ancient hymn, the 
" Media in vita" of Notker, a learned Bene- 
di£line of St. Gall, who died in 912. He is laid 
to have compofed it while watching feme work- 
men, who were building the bridge of IMartinf- 
bruck at the peril of their lives. It was foon 
fee to mufic, and became univerlally known ; 
indeed it was ufed as a battle fong, until the 
cuftom was forbidden on account of its bemg 
fuppofed to exercife magical influences. In a 
German verfion it formed part of the fervice 
for the burial of the dead, as early as the thir- 
teenth century, and is ftill preferved in an un- 

• Page 117. 
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metrical form in the Burial Service of our own 
Church. 

The carol, " From Heaven above to earth 
I come,"* is called hy Luther himfelf, " a 
Chriftmas child's fong concerning the child 
Jefus." He wrote it for his little boy Hans, 
when the latter was five years old, and it is 
Hill fung from the dome of the Kreuzltirche 
in Drefden before day-break on the morning 
of Chriftmas Day. It rcfisrs to the cuftom 
then and long afterwards prevalent in Germany, 
of making at Chriftmas-time reprefentations of 
the manger with the infant Jefus. But the moft 
famous of his hymns is his noble verfion of the 
46th Pfalm, *' A fure ftronghold our God is 
He,"i- which may be called the national hymn 
of his Proteftant countiymen. Luther's hymns 
are wanting in harmony and corredneTs of metre 
to a degree which oii:cn makes them jarring to 
our modem ears, but they are always fiill of 
lire and flrength, of clear Chriftian ^th, and 
brave joyfiil trufV in God. 

From his time there has been a conftant 
fucceffion of hymn writers in the German 
church. Paul Eber, an intimate fnend of Me- 
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lan£thon, wrote for his children the hymn, 
'* Lord Jcfiis ChriA, true Man and God,"* 
which loon became a favourite hymn for the 
dying. Hugo Grotius afked that it might be 
repeated to him in his lafl moments, and ex- 
pired ere its conclufion. Another hymn of 
the fame clafs is, *' Now hufli your cries, and 
(bed notear,"+ the*' Jam mceftaquiefce querela" 
of Prudentius II. trarflatcd by Nicholas Her- 
mann, the pious old precentor of Joachimfthal, 
a hymn long fung at every funeral. 

The terrible times of the Thirty years' War 
were rich in lacred poetry. Rill, a clergyman 
in North Germany, who fufiercd much in' his 
youth from mental conflicts, and in after years 
from plunder, peftilence, and all the horrors of 
war, ufed to fay, " the dear crofs hath prefled 
many fongs out of me," and this fecms to have 
been equally true of many of his contemporaries. 
It certainly was true of Johann Heermann, the 
author of fomc of the moft touching hymns 
for Paflion Week, who wrote his fweet fongs 
under great phyfical fufrerings from ill health, and 
amidft the perils of war, during which he more 
than once efcaped murder as by a miracle. So 
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too the hymns of Simon Dach,* profefTor of 
poctiy in the Univerfity of Konigfbei^, fpeak 
of the fufferings of the Chriftian, uid his longing 
to efcape from the ftrifc of earth to the peace 
of heaven. 

But the Chriftians of thofe days had often not 
only to fuiFer, but to iight for their faith, an4 in 
the hymns of Altenburg and von Lowenftern 
we have two that ;nay be called battle fongs of 
the church. The former published his hymn, 
" Fear not, O little' flock, the fbe,"t in 1631, 
with this title : " A heart-cheering fong of 
comfort on the watchword of the Evangelical 
Army in the battle of Leipfic, September 7th, 
1631, God with us." It was called Guftavus 
Adolphus' battle fong, becaufe the pious hero 
often feng it with his army ; and he Jang it for 
the laft time immediately before the battle of 
Liitzen. The latter, von Lowenftern, was 
the Ton of a faddler, but was ennobled by the 
Emperor, Ferdinand III. for his public fervices ; 
he was at once a ftatefman, poet, and mufician. 
His hymn, " Chrift, Thou the champion of 
the band,"}; was a ^vourite of Niebuhr. 

• Pages 130 and 154. f Page 17. 
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Another favourite hytnn of Niebuhr was the 
hymn to Eternity,* the greater part of which is 
of very ancient but uncertain date. It received 
its prefent form about the middle of the 17th 
century. 

Many of the hymns of Paul Gerhardt belong 
10 this period, though he lived until 1676, long 
after the conclufion of peace. He is without 
doubt the greateft of the German hymn writers, 
poffeffing loftier poetical genius, and a richer 
variety of thought and feeling than any other. 
His beautiful hymn, '* Commit thou all thy 
ways," is already well known to us through 
Wcflcy's tranflation, and many others of his 
are not inferior to it. He was a zealous 
preacher for feveral years at the Nicolai-Kirche 
in Berlin ; whence he retired becaufe he had 
not fufficient freedom in preaching the truth, 
and became Archdeacon of Liibben. With 
him culminated the elder fchool of German 
iacred poetry, a fchool diftinguilhed by its depth 
and fimplicity. Moft of its hymns are either 
written for the high fefUvals and fervices of the 
Church, or are expreffive of a fimple Chriftian 
faith, ready to dare or fufFer all things for God's 

• Page «6. 

Dig^d J. Google 



xiv ^rrfaa. 

lake. To this Tchool we muft refer, from their 
fpirit, two h)'mns written a little later ; the firft 
is, " Jefus my Redeemer lives,"* one of the 
moft favourite Eafter hjrmns, written by the 
pious £]edre& of Brandenbui|;, who founded 
the Orphan Houfe at Oranienbui^. The other, 
" Leave God to order all thy ways,"t was 
written by Geoi^ Ncumarck, Secretary to the 
Archives at Weimar. It fpread rapidly among 
the common people, at firll without the author's 
name. A baker's boy in New Brandenbui^ 
ufed to Cng it over his work, and foon the 
whole town and neighbourhood floclced to him 
to learn this beautiful new long. 

Tn the latter half of the feventeenth century 
a new fchool was founded by Johann Franck, 
and Johann Scheffler, commonly called Angelus. 
The former was burgomafter of Gubcn in 
Lu&tia i the latter phylician to Ferdinand III. ^ 
but in 1663 he became a Roman Catholic, and 
afterwards a prieft. The pervading idea of this 
fchool is the longing of the foul for that inti- 
mate union with the Redeemer of the world, 
which begins with the birth of Chrift in the 
heart, and is perfeSed after death. This longing 
breathes through the hymns of Franck given in 

• Page 9J. t P»ge »iJ- 



this colledion ; one of them, " Redeemer of 
the nations, come,"* is a tranflation of the 
" Veni, Redemptor gentium" of St. Ambrofe. 
Angelus dwells rather on the means of attain- 
ing this union by the facrifice of the Self to 
God through the great High-prieft of mankind, 
an idea exprefTed in his hymns with peculiar 
tendernefs and fweetnefs. We find much of his 
fpirit and fweetnefs lingering in modem times 
about the few hymns of the gifted Novalis. 

The greateft poet of this fchool is however 
Gerhardt Tetfteegen, who lived during the 
early part of the eighteenth century as a ribbon 
manufkiflurer at Miihlheim. His hymns have 
great beauty, and befpeak a tranquil and child- 
like foul filled and blcfTed with the contem- 
plation of God. The well-known hymn of 
Wefley's, " ho God is here I let us adore," 
belongs to him, and in its original fhape is one 
of the mofl beautifiil he ever wrote, but is 
frequently met with only in a disfigured and 
mutilated form. To this fchool belong a. large 
number of the hymns in this colle3ion, among 
which thofe of Defzler,t an excellent philologill 
of Nurembei^ and of Anton Ulrich,^ the pious 
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and learned Duke of Brunfwiclc:, are particn- 
larly good. Thofe of Schmolck, the paftor of 
Schweidnitz, who exercifed great influence over 
the hymn-writing of his day, have more fim- 
plicity than moft of the refl, but arc charac- 
terifed by a curious mixture of real poetry and 
deep feeling with occafional vulgarities of cx- 
preffion. The defers of this fchool, which 
{howed themfelves ftrongly in the courfe of the 
eighteenth century, were, a tendency that the 
feeling fhould d^enerate into fentimentality, 
and the devout dwelling of the heart on Chrift's 
great facrifice into compalBon and gratitude for 
His phyfical fufferings, — defefls which greatly 
disfigure many of the Moravian hymns. In 
fome of the hymns here tranflated the expreffion 
" ChrifU Wundenhohlc" occurs, which has 
been rendered by the blood or crofs of Chrift, as 
being phrafes at once more fcriptural and more 
confonant to our feelings. There were not 
wanting however, even at this period, many 
hymns fit for good foldiers of Jefus Chrift, fuch 
as "Who feeks in weakne& an excufe,'" and 
others of the lame kind. 
Germany is rich in Morning and Evening 
• Page ISO. 

DignzBd J, Google 



^irfacr. xvli 

Hymns, and Hymns for the Dying, of which a 
few are given in thcfe tranflations. Among 
thefe is the morning hymn of Baron von Canitz : 
I was not aware until after tranflatit^ it that 
it had been already publifhed at the dofe of one 
volume of Dr. Arnold's fermons. 

The hymn " How bleft to all Thy followers, 
Lord, the road,"* was the favourite hymn of 
Sc helling. 

In tranflating thcfe hymns the original form 
has been retained with the exception, that 
fingle rhymes are generally fubftituted for the 
double rhymes which the ftruifture of the lan- 
guage renders fo common in German poetry, 
but which become cloying to an Englilh ear 
when conftantly repeated ; and that Englifli 
double common or fhort metre is ufed inftead 
of what may be called the German common 
metre, the lame that we call Gay's ftanza, to 
which it approximates clofely in the number of 
fyllables, while its aflbciations in our minds are 
IbmewhaC more folemn. In a fi^w intiances 
flight alterations have been made in the metre, 
when, as is the cafe with Ibme excellent hynms 
in our own language, it is hardly grave and 

• Page 177. 
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digniiied enough for the poetry. Thefe alter- 
ations are but flight, and feemed juftifiable, Tuice 
thefe hymns have been tranfiated, not Co much 
as fpecimens of German hymn-writing, as in 
the hope that thefe utterances of Chriflian piety 
which have comforted and ftrengthened the 
hearts of many true Chriilians in their native 
country, may fpeak to the hearts of fomc among 
us, to help and cheer thofe who mull ftrive and 
fufFer, and to make us feel afreOi what a deep 
and true Communion of Saints exifts among all 
the children of God in different churches and 
lands. 

Alderley Edge, 
July ifith, i»ss- 



*^,* In the fecond edition a few corrcifltons 
have been made and additional veries given in 
fome of the hymns : a few among them are how- 
ever ftill given in an abbreviated form, where 
the omitted verfes appeared to be decidedly in- 
ferior in merit, or to contain no new thought. 
I have alfo exchanged the former verfion of 
" Ein feflre Burg" for one, as it feems to me, 
much fuperior, which I owe to the kindnels of 
[he Rev. WiUiam Galkell. 

Nov. 30th, 1855. 
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•»• From the frequent inquiries received 
from clergymen and others for tunes adapted 
to thefe hymns, it has been arranged to bring 
out an edition of the work, containing the fine 
old German chorales to which they are fung in 
their own country by vaft congregations. This 
edition, which will Ibortly be completed, is 
now in progrefs, under the fuperintcndcncc 
of Profeflbr Sterndale Bennett and Mr. Otto 
Goldfchmidt, and will be adapted for ufe in 
choirs and families. 

Feb. IS, 1859. 
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FIRST SUNDAY IN ADVENT. 

Thb night b far fpnit, the day is at hand ; let us theie- 
fbre caft off the works of darlcnels, and put on (he ar- 
mour of light.— /i-M) tie Ep^U. 

j WATCHMAN, will the night of fin 
Be never paftf 
O watchman, doth the tartying day 
bepn 
To dawn upon thy {{raining fight at laft ? 

WiU it difpel 
Ere long the mifts of fenfe wherein I dwell ? 

Now all the earth is bright and glad 

With the fi-efli morn i 
But all my heart is cold and daric and fad ; 
Sun of the foul, let me behold Thy dawn ! 

Come Jefus, Lord ! 
Oil quickly come, according to Thy word I 
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Do we not live in ibofe bkft day$ 

So long foretold, 
Wlien Thou Ihouldft come to bring at light 
and grace? 
And yet I lie in darkneli at of old. 

Fining to fee 
Thy glory ; but Thou ftiU an &r from me. 

Long fince Thoa cameft for the light 

Of all men here ; 
And ftill in me ia nought bat blackeft night. 
Yet am I Thine, Oh haflen to appear. 

Shine forth and blefs 
My foal with viiion of Thy righteoofnefi ! 

If thus in daHinefs ever leit, 

Canlfiimi 
The worka of light, while yet of light bereft i 
Or how difcem in love and meeknelt fUll 

To fcUow Thee, 
And all the finfiil works of darknds dee i 

The l^ht of reafon cannot ffvt 

Life to my fonl t 

Jefus alone can make me truly live, 

Ooe gkmce of His can make my fpint wliole. 

Atile, and Ihine 
O Jefug, on this lon^ng heart of mine ! 

Single and clear, not weak or blind, 
The eye muft be. 
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To which Thy gloiy fliaJI an entrvtce find j 
For if Thy chofen one* would gaie on Thee, 

No earthly fcreen 
Between their foub and Thee moll intervene. 

Jefu3, do Thou mine eyes unfeol. 
And let them grow 
Quick to difcem whate'er Thou doft reveal. 
So fflull I be deliver'd from that woe. 

Blindly to Ibay 
Through hopelefs night, while all around h day. 
RtCHTBK. 1704. 
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SECOND SUNDAY IN ADVENT. 

Behold the fig-Uee and all the trees ; when they now 
Ihoot forth, je fee and know of your own felves that 
fummer is now nigh at hand. So likewile ye, when ye fee 
that thele things come to pali, know ye that the king- 
dom of God is nigh at hand.— irws the Gajptl. 

^WAKE, thou carelefa world, awake I 
The final day Hiall furely come; 
■ What Heaven hath fix'd Time cannot 
Ihate, 

It cannot fwecp away thy doom. 
Know, what the Lord Himfelf hathfpoken 
Shall come at lalt and not delay ; 
Though heaven and earth (hall pafs away. 
His ftead&ft word can ne'er be broken. 

Awake! He comes to judgment, wake! 

Sinners behold His countenance 
In beauty terrible, and quake 

Condemn'd beneath Hb piercing glance. 
Lo ! He to whom all power is given. 

Who fits at God's right hand on high. 

In fire and thunder draweth nigh. 
To judge all nations under Heaven. 

Awake, thou carelels world, awake ! 
Who knows how foon our God Ihall pkaie 
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That {aidtnly that day fliould break } 
We latbom not fuch depth* as thefe. 

Oh guard thee well from lull and greedy 
For a» the bird it m the liwre. 
Or ever of io foe aware. 

So come) that day with UlcDt fpeed. 

The Lord in love delayech long 
The final day, and grants xa fpace 

To turn away from fin and wrong. 

And mourning feek Hii help and grace. 

He holdeth back that befl of days. 
Until the righteous fliall approve 
Their iaith and hope, their confiant love; 

So geuile lu-ward are His ways ! 

But ye, O bithfuJ fouls, Ihall fee 
That morning rife in love and joy ; 

Your Saviour comes to let you free. 

Your Judge fliall all your bonds deftroy : 

He, the true Jofhua, then Ihall bring 
His people with a mighty hand 
Into cheir promifed lather-land. 

Where fongs of vifloiy they fhall fing- 

Rejoice t the lig-tree Ihows her green. 
The fpringing year is in its prime. 

The little flowers afrelh are leen. 

We gather Ibengch in this great lime; 

The glorious fommer draweth near. 
When all this body's earthly load. 
In light that momii^ iheds abroad, 

Shalt wax as funlhine pure and clear. 



Cioogic 



%iSixa CEmnanfca. 



AriTe, and let us day and night 

Pray in the Spirit ceajelefsly. 
That we may heed our Lord atighl. 

And ever in His prefence be ; 
Arife, and let us hdte to meet 

The Bridegroom Handing at the door. 

That with the angels evermore 
We too may worihip at His feet. 

Rnr. 1651. 
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THIRD SUNDAY IN ADVENT. 

And it Ihall be laid In that day { Lo, this ii out God, 
iT« have waited foe Him, and He will lave us ; this ii 
the Lord, we have waited for Him, and we will rejoice 
in His liUvatioii. — Fnm tit Lejpni. 

gOW (hall I meet Thee? Hov7 my hean 

:ceive her Lord arighi } 
\ Defire of all the earth Thou art 1 
My hope, my fole del^hc! 
Kindle the lamp. Thou Lord, alone. 

Half-dying in my breafi. 
And make thy gracious pleafure known 
How I may greet Thee beft. 

Her budding boughs and faireft palms 

Thy Zion ftrews around ; 
And fongs of praife and fweetcft pfalms 

From my gUd heart fhall found. 
My defert foul breaks forth in flowers. 

Rejoicing in Thy fiime { 
And puts forth all her Ileeping powers. 

To honour Jefus' name. 

In hsKVf bonds I languifli'd long. 

Thou com'ft to fet me free ; 
The fcorn of every mocking tongue — 

Thou com'ft to htmour me. 
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A heavenly crown wilt Thou beftow. 

And gifts of pricelefi worth, 
That vanilh not as here below 

The fading wealth of earth. 

Nought, nought, dear Lord, had power to 

Thee from Thy rightful place. 
Save that moll llrange and blefled Love 

Wherewith Thou doft embrace 
This weary world and all her woe. 

Her load of grief and ill 
And forrow, more than man can know ; — 

Thy love i* deeper ftilL 

Oh write this promlfe in your hearts, 

Ve forrowful, on whom 
Fall thickening cares, while joy departs 

And darker grows your gloom, 
Delpair not, for your help is near. 

He fiandeth at the door 
Who bell can comfort you and cheer. 

He comes, nor Ilayeth more. 

Nor vex your fouk with care, nor grieve 

And labour longer thus. 
As though your arm could ought achieve. 

And bring Him down to us. 
He comes. He comes with ready will. 

By pity moved alone. 
To foothe our every grief and ill. 

For all to Him are known. 
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Nor yc, O finners, flirink afide. 

Afraid to fee Hia lace. 
Your darkeft fins our l/)rd will bide 

Beneath His pitying grace. 
He_ comes. He comes, to (avc from fin. 

And all iia pangs aCuage, 
And for the fons of God to win 

Their proper heritage. 

Why heed ye then the craft and noife, 

ThefiiryofHisfoes? 
Lo, in a breath the Lord deftroya 

All who Hb rale oppofe. 
He comes. He comes, as King to reign ! 

All earthly powers may band 
Againft Him, yet they ftrive in vain, 

His might may none withftand. 

He comes to judge the earth, and ye 

Who mocit'd Him, feel His wrath} 
Bat they who loved and fought Him fee 

Hia light o'er ail their path. 
O Sun of Righm>ufnel3 ! arife. 

And guide us on our way 
To yon &ir manfion in the ikies 

Of joyous cloudlefs day. 

Paul Gbuukot. 1653. 
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FOURTH SUNDAY IN ADVENT. 



Rejoice in the Lord alway, and again I fey unto you, 
Rejoicf. . . . The Lord h at hand. — From iht EpiJiU. 

^IFT up your heada, ye mighty gates, 
[ Behold the King of glory waits, 
i The King of kings is drawing near. 
The Saviour of the world is here ; 
Life and tlvation doth He bring. 
Wherefore rejoice, and gladly fing 
Praife, O my God, to Thee! 
Creator, wife is Thy decree ! 

The Lord is juft, a helper tried, 

Mercy is ever at His fide. 

His kingly crown is holinefs. 

His fceptre, pity in diftrefs. 

The end of all our woe He brings ; 

Wherefore the earth b glad and fings 
Praife, O my God, to Thee 1 
O Saviour, great Thy deeds ihall be ! 

Oh, bleft the land, the city bleft. 
Where Chrift the ruler is confeft ! 
Oh, happy hearts and happy homes 
To whom this King in triumph comeil 
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The doodlda Sun of joy He is. 
Who bringeth pure delight and blUs ; 
Praife, O my God, to Thee 1 
Comforter, for Thy comfcn free ! 

Fling wide the portalt of your heart. 

Make it a temple fet apart 

From earthly u& for Heaven's employ, 

Adom'd with prayer, and love, and joy ; 

So fhall your Sovereign enter in. 

And new and nobler liie beg^. 
Praifc, O my God, be Thine, 
For word, and deed, and grace divine. 

Redeemer, come ! I open wide 
My heart to Thee, here, Lord, abide ! 
Let me Thy inner prefence feel. 
Thy grace and love in me reveal. 
Thy Holy Spirit guide u» on 
Until our glorious goal is won ! 

Eternal praifc and tame. 

Be ofier'd. Saviour, to Thy Name i 

Wdizel. 1635. 
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CHRISTMAS EVE. 



BeholdI bring you good udingsof great joy that Ihall 
be to atl people. — Lukt ii. to. 

^ROM heaven above to earth I come 
' To bear good news to every home ; 
I Glad tidings of great joy I bring, 
' Whereof I now will fay and fing: 

To you this night is born a child 
Of Mary, chofen mother mild ; 
This little child, of lowly birth. 
Shall be the joy of all your earth. 

Tia Chrift our God who 6r on high 
Hath heard your lad and bitter cry ; 
Himfelf will your Salvation be, 
Himfelf from fin will make you free. 

He brings thofe bleflings, long ago 
Prepared by God for all below ; 
Henceforth His kingdom open fiands 
To you, as to the angel bands. 

Thefe are the tokens ye Ihall mark. 
The fwaddling clothes and manger darkt 
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There (ball ye lind the young child laid. 
By whom the heavem and earth were made. 

Now let us all with gladfome cheer 
Follow the (hepherda, and draw near 
To fee this wondrous gift of God 
Who hath His only Son belbw'd. 

Give heed, my heart, lift up tUne eyes ! 
Who is it in yon manger lies i 
Who is this child h young and fair ? 
The blellcd ChriH-child lieih there. 

Welcome to earth Thou noble gueft. 
Through whom e'en wicked men are bleft ! 
Thou com'ft to ftiare our raifcry. 
What can we render, Lord, to Thee ! 

Ah, Lord, who haft created all. 
How haft Thou made Thee weak and fmall, 
That Thou muft choofe Thy infant bed 
Where afs and ox but lately fed 1 

Were earth a thoufand times as lair, 
Befet with gold and jewels rare. 
She yet were iar too poor to be 
A narrow cradle, Ix>rd, for Thee. 

For velvets foft and filken ftuff 
Thou haft bat hay and ftraw fo rough. 
Whereon Thou king, fo rich and great. 
As 'twere Thy heaven, art throned in Itatc 
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Thus hath it pleafed Thee to make plain 
Tlie truUi to us poor fools and vain. 
That this world's honour, wealth and might 
Are nought and worthlefs in Thy fight. 

. Ah! deareft Jefus, Holj- Child, 
Make Thee a bed, fofc, undefilcd. 
Within my heart, that it may be 
A quiet chamber kept for Thee. 

My heart for very joy doth leap. 
My lipa no more can filence keep; 
I too muA fing with joyful tongue 
That fweeteft ancient cradle-fong— 

Glory to God in higheft Heaven, 
Who unto man His Son hath given ! 
While angeb fing with pious mirth 
A glad New Year to all the earth. 

Written for hii little fon Hans. 154 
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CHRISTMAS DAY. 

And the Word mu nude flelh, and dvrelt among us. 
Frem th* Gtffitl. 
\ THOU effendal Word, 
Who from eternity 
[ DidftdwellwichGod.fbrtbouwaftGod, 

Who art ordain'd to be 

The Saviour of our race; 

Welcome indeed Thou art, 

Blellcd Redeemer, Fount of Grace, 

To this my longing heart I 

Come, felf-eiiftent Word, 

And fpeak within my heart. 
That from the foul where Thou art heard 

Thy peace may ne'er depart. 

Thou IJght that lighunefi all. 

Abide through &ith in me, 
And let me never from Thee £ill. 

And feek no guide but Thee. 

Why didft Thou leave Thy throne, 
O Jefua, what could bring 

Thee to a world where e'en Thine own 
Knew not their rightful King } 
Thy love beyond all thought 
Stronger than Death or Hell, 

And my deep woe, this wonder wrought, 
ThM Thou on earth doft dwell. 
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Then help me. Lord, to give 

My whole heart unto Thee, 
That all mj life while here I live 

One fong of" praift may be. 

Yes, Jefus, form anew 

This Itony heart of mine. 
And let it e'en in death be true 

To Thee, for ever Thine. 

Let nought be left within 

But Cometh of Thy hand; 
Root quickly out the weeds of fin. 

My cunning foe withftand. 

From Thee comes nothiug ill, 

Ti» he doth fow the tare* j 
Make plain my path before me ftill, 

Apd fave me from his fuares. 

Thou art the Life, O Lord ! 

Sole Light of Life Thou art ! 
Let not Thy glorious raya be pour'd 

In vain on my dark heart. 

StarofthcEaft, arife! 

Drive all my clouds away. 
Guide me till earth's dim twilight diet 

Into the perfefl day 1 

Lauumti. 1700. 
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ST. STEPHENS DAY. 

And Stephen, fall of faith and power, did great vronden 
and miiaclu among the people. . .Then thcj llirred up 
the people . . and caught him, and fet up blfe nitnefles 
againft him. — Froni the Liffon. 

glEAR not, O little flock, the foe "^ 

Who madly feeks your overthrow, 
Dread not hb rage and power : 
1 What though your courage fometimes 

His recming triumph o'er God's fainu 
Lafts but a little hour. 

Be of good cheer ; your caufe belongs 
To Him who can avenge your wrongs. 

Leave it to Him our Lord. 
Though hidden yet from all our eyes. 
He fees the Gideon who fhall rife 

To fave us, and His word. 

As true as God's own word is tnie. 
Nor earth nor hell with all their crew 

Againfl us fliall prevail. 
A jell and byword are they grown; 
God is with us, we are Hb own. 

Our viftory caimot M. 
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AiDCQ, Lord Jefuj, grant our prayer ! 
Great Captain, now Thine arm make bare ; 

Fight for iu once again ! 
So fhall Thj' faints and martyrs raife 
^ mighty chonu to Thy praifc. 

World without end. Amen. 

ALTBtnuEa. 

Guftarui Adolphm' Battlc-lbng. tti|i. 




s^d J, Google 



TLyti fimnanfOL 



ST. JOHN THE EVANGEUST. 

nne, what is that to thn i 
n lie CeJitel. 

jEF Thou, True Life, wilt in me live, 
Confiime whate'er It not of Thee ; 
I One look of Thine more joy can give 
Than all the world can ofi«r me. 
O JefiM, be Thou mine for ever. 
Nought from Thy love my heart can fever. 
As Thou haft promifed in Thy Word ; 
Oh deep dw joy whereof I drink. 
Whene'er my foul in Thee can fink. 
And own her Bridc^^om and her Lord I 

O Heart, that glow'd with love and died. 

Kindle my foul with fire divine ; 
Lord, in the heart Thou'ft won, abide. 

And all in it that is not Thine 
Oh let me conquer and deftroy, 
Strong in Thy love. Thou Fount of Joy, 
Nay, be Thou conqueror. Lord, m mej 

So fliall I triumph o'er defpair. 

O'er death itfelf Thy viflory fliare. 
Thus fufler, live, and die in Thee. 
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And let the fire withia me move 

My heart to ferre Thy members here { 

Let me their need and trials prove. 
That I may Icdow my love fincere 

And like to Thine, Lord, pure and warm ; 

For when my Toul hath won that fbnn 

Is likeft to Thy holy mind. 

Then I Ihall love both friendt and foes, 
And learn to grieve o'er others' woes. 

Like Thee, my Pattern, true and kind. 

The light and llrength of Faith, oh grant. 

That I may bring ibrth holy frait, 
A living branch, a blooming plant. 

Fall clinging to my vine—my root ; 
Thou art my Saviour, whom I truft. 
My Rock,— I build not on the duft,— 
The ground of faith, eternal. Aire. 

When hours of doubt o'ercloud my mind. 
Thy ready help then let me find. 
Thy ftrength my fickening fpitit cure ! 

And grant that Hope may never ftil. 
But anchor'd faSely on Thy croTs, 
Through Thee who art mine All, prevail 

O'er every anguiJh, dread, and lols. 
The world may build on what decays, 
O Chrift, my Sun of Hope, my gaze 
Cares not o'er IciTcr lights to range ; 
To Thee in love I ever cleave. 
For well I know Thou ne'er wilt leave 
My foul, — Thy love can never change. 
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Wouldfi Thou (hat I Ihould tarry here, 

I live befaufe Thou willed it; 
Or Death Ihould fuddenly appear, 

1 Ihall not fear htm. Lord, one whit. 
If but Thy lift ftiU in me live. 
If but Thy death my Krengtb fliaU give. 
When earthly life draws near its end ; 

To Thee I give away my will. 

In life and death remembering Hill 
Thou wilt my good, O truell Friend. 

SiNOLD. 1710. 
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INNOCENTS' DAY. 

Except ye be conTeiteil, and become u little childKo, 
ye Oiall not enter into tbe kingdom of Heaven. 
M«lt. xviii. i. 

Bear Soul, couldft thou become a child 
j While yet on eanh, meek, undefiled, 
I Then God HimTclf were ever near, 
' And Paradife aroiiod thee here, 

A child cares nought for gold or treaTure, 
Nor hate nor glory yield him pteafure ; 
In perfeA truft, he alketh not 
If rich or poor Ihall be hia lot. 

Little he recb of dignity. 
Nor prince nor monarch fatreth he ; 
Strange that a child fo weak and fmall 
Ii oft tbe boldeft of U9 alll 

He hath not Hull to utter lies. 
His very foul u in his eyes ; 
Single his aim in all, and true. 
And apt to praile what others do. 

No quelUons dark his fpirit Tez, 
No fiutblefs doubts his foul perplex. 
Simply from day to day he lives. 
Content with what the prefent g^vee. 
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Scarce can he ftand alone, (at lefi 
Would roam abroid in lonelinelt ; 
Fall clinging to hit mother lUll, 
She bears and leads him at her will. 

He will not &iy to paufe and choore. 
His Father's guidance e'er refiife, 
Thinki not of danger, fears no harm. 
Wrapt in obedience' holy calm. 

For Itrange concerns he careth nought ; 
What others do, although were wrought 
Before bis eyea the worfi offence. 
Stains not hu tranquil innocence. 

His dearefl work, his befl delight. 
Is, lying in his mother's fight. 
To gaze for ever on her &ce. 
And nettle in her fond embrace. 

O childhood's innocence ! the voice 
Of thy deep wifdom ia my choice ! 
Who hath thy lore is truly wife. 
And precious in oar Father's eyes. 

Spirit of childhood! loved of God, 
By Jefu's Spirit now befiow'd ; 
How often have I long'd for thee { 
O Jcfus, form Thyfelf in me ! 

And help me to become a child 
While yet on earth, meek, undeiiled, ' 
That I may find God always near. 
And Paradife aronnd me here. 

GeRHARDT TBRtTEBQBH. t?}!. 
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SUNDAY AFTER CHRISTMAS DAY. 



Behold a Virgin fhatl be inth child, and Aiall bring 
forth a Son, and tbty Ihall call his name Emmanuel, 
which being iotcrpTCtcd is, God with us. 

Frm Ihi Goff^l. 

JPHEE, O ImmaDue], we praife, 
1 The Prince of Life, and Fount of Grace, 
! The Morning Star, the Heavenljr 
Flower, 
The Virgin's Son, the Lord of Power. 

With aU Thy fainn. Thee, Lord, we fing, 
FraiJe, lionour, thanlu to Thee we bring, 
That Tiiou, O long-expeAed gueft. 
Haft come at laft to make us blelll 

Since firft the world began to be, • 
How many a heart tuth long'd for Thee ; 
Long years our fathers hoped of old 
Their eyes might yet Thy Light behold ; 

The prophet! cried j " Ah, would He came 
To break the fetters of our fliamc ; 
That help from Zion came Co men, 
Ifracl were glad, and profper'd then 1" 
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Now art Thou here ; we know Thee now. 
In lowly manger lieft Thou ; 
A child, yet makeft all things great. 
Poor, yet ii earth Thy robe of fate. 

From Thee alone all gladncft flows. 
Who yet (halt bear fuch bitter woes ; 
Earth's light and comfort Thou fbalt be. 
Yet none (hall watch to comfort Thee. 

All heavens are Thme, yet Thou doft eome 
To fojoum in a fbanger's home; 
Thou hangeft on Thy mother'* breaft 
Who art the joy of fpirits Ueft. 

Now fearleti I can look on Thcc, 
From Im and grief Thou fttt'fl me free i 
Thoa beareft wrath. Thou conquereft Death, 
Fear nin« to joy Thy glance beneath. 

Thou art my Head, my Lord Divine, 
I am Thy member, wholly Thine, 
And in Thy Spirit's Ilrength would ftill 
Serve Thee according to Thy wiU. 

Thus will I fing Thy prailea here 
With joyfiil fpiril year by year ; 
And diey (hall found before Thy throne. 
Where time nor number more are known. 

Paul Gbkrardt. i6;o. 
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THE CIRCXnUCISION OF CHRIST. 

Hymn/er Nfto Year's Day. 

So teach us to number our days that we may appl; 
our hearts unto nifdoni. PfaSm xc. la. 

JTERNiry! Eternity! 
I How long art thou, Eterni^ I 
[ And yet to tkee Time haftei sway. 
Like »t the warJiorfe to the fray. 
Or fwift u couriers homeward go. 
Or fhip to port, or Ihaft from bow. 
Fonder, O Man, Eternity ! 

Eternity! Ektiu^! 
How long art thoa, Etemit}' I 
For even aj on a peife& ^here 
End nor begiiwing can appear. 
Even Co, Eternity, in thee 
Entrance nor exit can there be. 
Ponder, O Man, Eternity ! 

Eternity ! Eternity ! 
How long art thou. Eternity ! 
A circle iniinite art thou. 
Thy centre an Eternal Now, 
Never, we name thy outer bound. 
For never end therein u ibund. 
Ponder, O Man, Eternity ! 
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Eternity! Eternity! 

How long art thoo, EKraity ! 

A little bird with fretting l^ealc 

Miglit wear to nought the loftieft pe«k. 

Though iMit each thoo&nd yean it ctunei 

Yet thou wert then, M now, the (ante. 

Ponder, O Man, Eternity ! 

Eternity ! Eternitf I 
How long ut thou. Eternity ! 
Aa long u God is God, lb long 
Endure the puns of Jin and wrong. 
So long the joys of heaven remain; 
Ob laAing joy. Oh kiting pain ! 
Ponder, O Man, Eternit)' ! 

Eternity ! Ecemity t 

How bng art thou, Eteraiiy 1 

O Man, fiUI oft thy thoughts fliould dwell 

Upon the pains of fin and hell. 

And on the glotiei of the pure. 

That both beyond all time endure. 

Ponder, O Man, Eienii^ t 

Eternity I Eternity! 
How long art thoo. Eternity ! 
How terrible art thou in woe. 
How feir where joys fcr ever glow ! 
God's goodnefg fheddeth gladncfs herCf 
His juftice there wakes bitter fear. 
Ponder, O Man, Eternity I 
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Eternity 1 Eternity! 
How long tut thou. Eternity ! 
They who lived poor and nalced reft 
With God, for ever rich and bleft. 
And love and praife the Higheft Good, 
[n perfefl blifa and gladforae mood. 
Ponder, O Man, Eternity ! 

Eternity! Eternity! 
How long art thou, Eternity ! 
A moment lafis all joy below. 
Whereby man fintw to endlels woe, 
A moment laftt all earthly pain. 
Whereby an endlefs joy we gain. 
Ponder, O Man, Eternity I 

Eternity ! Eternity ! 

How long art thou. Eternity! 

Who ponder) oft on thee is wife. 

All flcfhly lulU will he defpifc. 

The world finds place with him no more ; 

The love of vain delights 1* o'er, 

Ponder, O Man, Eternity ! 

Eternity! Eternity! 

How long art thou. Eternity ! 

Who marb thee well would fay to God, 

Here judge, bum, fmite me with Thy rod. 

Here let me all Thy juftice bear. 

When time of grace ia pall, then fpare ! 

Ponder, O Man, Eternity I 
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Eterniiy ! Eternity ! 

How long art tbou. Eternity I 

Lo, I, Eternity, warn thee, 

O Man, that oft thou think on me. 

The rinner*; ponifhment and pain. 

To them who love thm God, rich gain I 

Ponder, O Man, Eternity ! 

WuLFFU. 1648. 
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Arise, Ibioe, for thy light b come, and the gbiy of ihe 
Lord ii rifin upon thee l—From lie LtffeK. 

ULL ye Gentile lauds awake! 

Thou, O Salein, rife and fliine ! 
f See the day-fpring o'er you break. 
Heralding a mom divine. 
Telling, God halh call'd to mind 
Thole who long in darknefs pined. 

Lo ! the fliadows flee away. 

For our Light is come at length, 
fir^ter than all earthly day. 

Source of being, life, and ftrength ! 
Whofo on this Ught would gaze 
Muft fbrfake all evil ways. 

Ah how blindly did we ftray 
Ere Ihoue forth this glorious Sun, 

Seeking each his feparaie way. 
Leaving Heaven, unfoughi, unwon ; 

All our looks were earthward bent. 

All our ftrength on earth was Ipent 

iEarthJy were our thoughts and low. 
In the toils of Polly caught. 
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Tofg'd of Satan to and fro. 

Counting goodneft all for nought; 
By the world and flefli deceived. 
Heaven*! true joys vfe dilbelieved. 

Then were hidden from oar eyes 

All the law and grace of God ; 
Rich and poor, the fools and wife. 

Wanting light to find the road 
Leading to the heavenly life, 
Wander'd loft in care and firife. 

But the glory of the Iiord 

Hath arifen on us to-day. 
We have feen the light outponr'd 

That mull furely drive away 
All things that to night belong. 
All the fad earth's woe and wrong. 

Thy arifing. Lord, Ihall fill 
All my thoughts in forrow's hour ; 

Thy arifing. Lord, fliall ftill 
All my dread of Death's dark power : 

Through my fmiles and through my tears 

Still Thy light, O Lord, appean. 

Let me. Lord, in peace depart 

From this evil world to Thee ; 
Where Thyfelf fole Brightneia art. 

Thou halt kept a place for me : 
In Che fhining city there 
Crowns of light Thy faints fliall wear. 

Rut. ifiss* 
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FIRST SUNDAY AFTER EPIPHANY. 



n you therefore, brethren, bj the merciM of 
God, that ft prefent your bodies a living facrifice, holy, 
acceptable unto God, nhichb your realbnable furvice. 
From tki Epi/lle. 

jfREAT High'prieft, who deign'dft to be 
I Once the facrifice for me, 
I Take this living heart of mine, 
' Lay it on Thy holy flirine. 

Love I know accepteth nought. 

Save what Thou, O Love, ha& wrought ; 

Offer Thou my facrifice, 

EITe to God it cannot rife. 

Slay in me the wayward will. 

Earthly fenfe and pal£on kill. 

Tear felf-Iove from out my heart. 

Though it coft me bitter fmart. 

Kindle, Mighty Love, the pyre. 

Quick confume me in Thy fire. 

Fain were I of felf bereft. 

Nought but Tliee within me left, 

So may God, the Righteous, brook 

On my facrifice to look ; 

In whofe fight no gift has worth 

Save a Chrift-like life on earth. 

Anoelvi. 1657. 
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SECOND SUNDAY AFTER EPIPHANY. 

Lift up your ejrcs anlo the heavens, and look upon the 
earth beneath j for the heavens fhall vanifli away like 
finoke, and the earth Ihall nax old like a garment, and 
the people that dwell therein Jhail die in like manner; 
but my falvation Ihall be for ever, and my righteouftieli 
Oiall not be aboliflied.— FnlM tht LffftH. 

ICOD liveth ever I 

Wherefore, Soul, defpair thou never 1 
I Our God is good, in every place 

His Jove it known. His help is found. 
His mighiy arm, and tender grace 
Bring good from ills that hem us round ; 
EaJier than we think can He 
Turn to joy our agony ; 
Soul, remember 'mid thy pains, 
God o'er all Tor ever reigns. 

God liveth ever i 
Wherefore, Soul, deTpair thou never i 
Say, fhall He Humber, fhaU He fleep. 
Who gave the eye its power to fee i 
Shall He not hear His children weep 
Who made the ear fo wondroufly ? 
God is God ; He Tees and hean 
All their troubles, all their tears. 
Soul, forget not 'mid thy pains, 
God o'er all for ever re%nt. 



...Google 



^Sra eEfrrmaniia. 



God lireth ever ! 
Wherefore, Soul, defpair thou never I 
He who can earth and heaven control. 

Who fpreads the clouds o'er fea and land, 
Whofe prefence fill* the mighty Whole, 
In each true heart is clofc at hand; 
Love Him, He will furcly fend 
Help and joy that never end. 
Soul, remember in thy pains, 
God o'er all for ever reigns, 

God liveth ever ! 
Wherefore, Soul, defpair thou never 1 
Scarce canft thou bear thy crofs I Then fly 

To Him where only reft is fweet ; 
Thy God is great. Hit mercy nigh, 
Hia ftrength upholds the tottering feet ; 
Truft Him, for His grace is fure. 
Ever doth His truth endure ; 
Soul, forget not in thy pains, 
God o'er all for ever reigns. 

God liveth ever ! 
Wherefore, Soul, defpair thou never ! 
When fins and follies long forgot 

Upon thy tortured confcience prey. 
Oh come to God, and fear Him not, 
Hil love fliall fweep them all away ; 
Pains of hell at look of His, 
Change to calm content and btifs. 
Soul, remember in thy pains, 
God o'er alt for ever rngns. 
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God liveth ever ! 
Wherefore, Soul, defpair thou never } 
Thofe whom the though tlds world forlkkes. 

Who ftand bewader'd with their woe, 
God gently to Hii liolbm takes. 
And bids them all His fiilnefi know ; 
In thy Jbrrows' rwelling flood 
Own Hi« hand who feekt thy good. 
Soul, forget not in thy pains, 
God a'et all lor ever reigns. 

God liveth ever I 
Wherefore, Soul, defpair thou never ! 
Let earth and heaven outworn with age. 
Sink to the chaos whence they came ; 
Let angry foes againft as rage. 

Let hell Ihoot fiirth his fierccft flame ; 
Fear not Death, nor Satan's thrulb, 
God defends who in Him tnifls ; 
Soul, remember in thy pain», 
God o'er all for ever rdgns. 

God liveth ever ! 
Wherefore, Soul, defpair thou never! 
What though thou tread with bleeding feet 

A [homy path of grief and gloom, 
Thy God will choofe the way molt meet 
To lead thee heavenwards, lead thee home. 
For this life's long night of (adnefi 
He will give tbce peace and gladnefs ; 
Soul, remember in thy pains, 
God o'er all for ever reigns. 

ZtRN. 1682. 
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THIRD SUNDAY AFTER EPIPHANY. 

FOK a* the lain cometh down, ind the fnon from hea- 
ven i and returacth not thither, but witereth the earth, 
and niaketb it bring forth and bud, that it may give 
feed to the forrer, and bread to the eater : Co Ihall my 
word be that goeth forth out of laj mouth : it ftiall not 
return unto me void, but it JbaQ accompllAi that which 
I picafe, and it fball profper in the thing whereto I fent 
it. — Frvm the Lrjpai. 

IJHY Word, O Lord, lite gentle dewj, 

FkUi fbft on hearu that pine ; 

1 Lord, to Thy garden ne'er refiile 

This beavenlj balm of Thine. 
Water'd from Thee 
Let every tree 
Bud forth and blollbm to Thy prajre. 
And bear much fruit in after days. 

Thy Word b like a iknung fword, 

A wedge that cleavech ftone ) 
Keen as a fire fo bums Thy Word, 
And pierceth fldh and bone. 
Oh (end it forth 
O'er all the earth. 
To (hatter all the nught of fin. 
The darken'd heart to clcan(e and win. 



lent Qrtniunica. 



Thy Word ■ wandroiu guiding Aar, 

On pilgrim heara doth rife. 
Leads Co their Lord who dwell a&r. 
And nukes the fimple wife. 
Let not ita light 
E'er fink in night. 
But Hill in every fpirit flune. 
That none auy n^ Thy light dirine. 
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FOURTH SUNDAY AFTER EPIPHANY. 

And He faith unto them, Why are ye fearful, O ye of 
little feith ? Then He arofe and rebuked the winds and 
the fea, and there was a great calm.— From tkl Gojpel. 

'JY God, lo, here before Thy face 

I call me in the daft ; 
i Where ia the hope of happier days. 
Where ia my wonted truft i 
Where sue the funny hours I had 

EreofThyUghiberefii 
VaniOi'd U all that made me glad. 
My pwi alone it left. 

I flirink with fear and fore alarm 

When threatenmg ills I fee, 
Aa though ih time of need Thine arm 

No more could fhelter me ; 
As thoagli Thou couldft not fee the grief 

That mates my courage quail, 
Aa though Thou wouldft not fend relief. 

When human helpera fijl. 

Cannot Thy might avert e'en now 

What feema my certain doom, 
And Itill with light and fuccour bow 

To him who weeps in gloom 1 
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An Thou not evermore the fame ) 

And haft not Thou revealed 
That Thoa wUt be our flrength. Thy Name 

Our tower of hope, our Ihieldf 

Father, compafs me about 
With love, for I am weal ; 

Forgjve, forgive my iinfiil doubt. 

Thy pitying glance I feek j 
For torn and anguilh'd is my heart. 

Thou fccft it, my God, 
Oh foothe my confcience' bitter fmart, 

iUft off my forrowi' load. 

I know that I am in Thy handi, 

Whofe thoughts are peace toward me. 
That ever fure Thy counfel fiande,— 
Could I but bmld on Thee 1 

1 know that Thou wilt give me all 
That Thou haft promifed. Lord j 

Here will I cling, nor yield, nor &U, 
I Uve but by Thy Word. 

Though mountains crumble into duft. 

Thy covenant ftandeth ^ ; 
Who follows Thee in pious tnift 

Shall reach the goal at laft. 
Though ftrange and windbg Jeem the way 

While yet on eanh I dwell. 
In heaven my heart Jhall gladly fay. 

Thou, God, doft all things well ! 
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Take coar^ then, my foul, nor Aeep 

thy days ud nighu in tean. 
Thou foon Quit ceale to mourn and vreep. 

Though dark are now thy fean. 
He cximea. He cornea, the Stroi^ to fave. 

He comes nor tarries more, 
Hb light is breaking o'er the wave. 

The cbuds and llomu are o'er! 

Drbwbs. 1 797. 
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FIFTH SUNDAY AFTER EPIPHANY 

Oh that Thou nouldeft rend the hmveiu, that Thou 
miuldcft come donn, that the nountainB might Sow 
down at Thy prefence , . , To make Thy name known 
CO Thine adveifaries, that the natioiu may tremble at 
Thy prtCtnce^Frem lie Uffou. 

^WAKE, Thou Spiric, who of old 
\ Didft fire the watclimen of the Church's 
youth. 
Who iaced the ibe, unfhrinking, bold. 
Who wimeA'd diy and night the eternal truth, 
Whole voices through the world are ringing ftill. 
And brin^g hofts to know and do Thy will ! 

Oh that Thy fire were kindled Toon, 
That fwift from land to hmd it« flame might leap ! 

Lord, give us but thii priceUs boon 
Of bichfiil ferrants, fit for Thee to reap 
The harveft of the foul ; look down and view 
How great the harveft, yet the labourers few. 

Lord, let our eameft prayer be iieard. 
The prayer Thy Son Himfelf hath bid u» pray j 

For, lo ! Thy children's hearts are ftirr'd 
In every land in this our darkening day, - 
To cry for help with fervent foul to Thee ; 
Oh hear us. Lord, and fpeak. Thus !ct it be ! 



Cioogic 



42 Igra CEemiBnfcB. 

Oh hate to help ere we are loft • 
Send forth evingeUfts, in Tpirit ftrong, 

Arm'd with Thj- Word, > dauntleft hoft. 
Bold to attack the rule of ancient wrong, 
And let them all the earth for Thee reclaim. 
To be Thy kingdom, and to know Thy name. 

Would there were help within our wall) ! 
Oh let Thy promifed Spirit come a^n. 

Before whom every barrier falls. 
And ere the night once more thine forth at then ! 
Oh rend the heaveus and make Thy prefence felt. 
The chains that bind m at Thy touch wauld melt ! 

And let Thy Word have fpeedy courfe. 
Through every land the truth be glorified. 

Till all the heathen know its force. 
And gather to Thy churches &t and wide ; 
And waken Ifrael from her lleep, O Lord ! 
Thus blela and fpread the conquefts of Thy Word ! 

The Church's deleft paths reftore. 
That ftumbJing blocks which long in them have lain. 

May hinder now Thy Word no more ; 
Deftroy ftlfe doflrine, root out notions vain. 
Sec tiee from hirelings, let the Church and fchool 
Bloom as a ^rden 'oeath Thy profpering rule ! 
BooATZCY. 1 727. 
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SIXTH SUNDAY AFTER EPIPHANY. 



lan that hath this hope in hini purilUtb him- 
a He i» pure.— froM tht SfifiU. 

JURE Effence ! Spockfi Fount of Light, 

That ftdeth never into dark 1 
S OThou.whofc eyes moreclear and bright 
Than noonday fun are quick to mark 
Our fina ( lo, birc before Thy &ce 
Lies lU the defert of my heart. 
My once fiur foul in every part 
Now ftain'd with evil foul and bale. 

Since but the pure in heart are blell 

With promifed viTion of their God, 
Sore fear and anguilK fill my breaft, 

Rememb'ring all the ways I trod t 
Mourning I fee my loll eftate. 

And yet in &th I dare to cry. 

Oh let my evil nature die. 
Another heart in me create 1 

Enough, Lord, that my foe too well 

Haih lured me once away from Thee j ^jST^'^^Jk 
Henceforth I know his craft how fell, *P^ '^ 

d all his deep-Uid fnarea I flee. R UWVmMTY C 

■* or '' 



Ugra iStvaamia. 

Lord, through the Spirit whom Thy Son 
Hath bidden us in prayer to dk. 
Arm ui with might that tvtry talk, 

Whate'er we do, in Thee be done. 

Unworthy am I of Thy grace. 
So deep arc my Cransgreflioni, Lord, 

And yet once more I feck Thy ftce ; 
My God, have mercy, nar reward 

My fins and follies, dark and vain ; 
RejeA, rejeA me not in wrath. 
But let Thy funOiine now beam forth. 

And quicken me with hope again. 

The HoJy Spirit Thou haft pven. 
The wondrous pledge of love divine. 

Who fills our hearts with joys of lieaven. 
And bids us earthly joys refign ; 

Oh let His feal be on my heart. 
Oh take Him nevermore away. 
Until this flefhly houfe decay, 

And Thou (halt bid me hence depart. 

But ah t my coward fpirit droops. 
Sick with the feax that enten in 

Whene'er a foul to bonds^ ftoops, 
And wears the ibamefiil yoke of fin ; 

Oh quicken with the ftrength that flows 
Prom out the Eternal Fount of Life, 
My foul half-laintin^ m the fttife. 

And make an end of all my woes> 

tioogic 
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I cling unto Thy grace alone. 
Thy ftmd&ft oath my only reft ; 

To Thee, Heart-learcher, ail is known 
That licth hidden in my brcaft ; 

Thy joy, O Spirit, on me pour. 
Thy fervent will my doth infpire. 
So {ball I have my heart's delire. 

And ferve and praife Thee erermore. 

PREYLLfaHAVSEK. I?!} 
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SEPTUAGESIMA SUNDAY. 



n, notasuncertainly i foGghtI,n( 
as one that beateth the air. — Frtm tht E^U. 

jjTRiVE, when thou art call'd of God, 
When He draws thee by Hu grace, 
\ Strive to cafl away the load 

That would clog thee in the race 1 

Fight, though it may coil thy life ; 

Storm the kingdom, but prevail ; 
Let not Satan'i fierceft ftrife 

Make tbee, warrior, faint or quail. 

Wreflle, till through every vein 

Love and ftrength are glowing warm. 

Love that can the world difdain. 
Half-love will not bide the ftorm. 

Wreftle with firong prayers and criei. 
Think no time too much to fpend. 

Though the night be pafs'd in fighs. 
Though all day thy voice aicend. 

Haft thou won the pearl of price. 
Think not thou hail reach'd the goal, 

Conqucr'd every fin and vice 
That had power to harm thy foul. 
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Gaze with mingled joy and fear 
On the refuge chou lioft foimd ; 

Know, wliile yec we linger here 
Perils ever hem us round. 

Art thou ^ithfiil ) then oppole 
Sin and wrong with all chy mi^t ; 

Care not how the tempefl blows. 
Only care to win the fight. 

Art thou faithful t Wake and watch. 
Love with all thy heart Chrill's ways. 

Seek not tranfient eaie to fnatch. 
Look not for reward or praife. 

Art thon faithful? Stand apart 
From all worldly hope and pleafure. 

Yonder fix thy hopes and heart. 
On the heaven where lies our ireaTurc. 

Soldiers of the Crofs, be flrong. 
Watch and war 'mtd fear and pain. 

Daily conquering woe and wrong. 
Till our King o'er earth fhall reign \ 

WiMKLER, I7C 
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SEXAGESIMA SUNDAY. 

Lbt them praife the nunc of the Lord, for His name 
alone is excellent j Hb glory u above the earth and 
heaven.— Pi, cxlviii. 13. 

fiOTHING tiir on earth I fee 
I But I ftraighcway think on Theci 
I Thou art iairelt in mine eyes. 
Source in whom ali beanty lies ! 

When the golden fun forth goes 
And the eall before him glows. 
Quickly lunu this heart of mine 
To Thy heavenly form divine. 

On Thy light I think at mom. 
With the earlieft break of dawn ; 
Ah, what glories lie in Thee, 
Light of all Eternity ! 

When I watch the moon arife 
'Mid Heaven's thoufand golden eyes. 
Then I think, more glorious far 
Is the Maker of yon ftar. 

Or I cry in fpring's fweet hours. 
When the fields are gay with flowers, 
As their varied hues I fee, 
What muft their Creator be! 
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When along ihe briwk I wander. 
Or befide the fountain ponder. 
Straight my thoughts take wing and mount 
Up to Thee, the pureft Fount. 

Sweetly flngs the nightingale. 
Sweet the fiuie'i foft plaintive tale. 
Sweeter than their richefl tone. 
Is the name of Mary's Son. 

Sweetly all the air is Ilirr'd 
When the Echo's call is heard ; 
But no founds my heart rejoice 
Lake to my Beloved's voice. 

Come then, faireft Lord, appear. 
Come, iei me behold Thee here, 
I would fee Thee fece to fece. 
On Thy proper light would gaze. 

Take away thefe veils that blind, 
Jefus, all my foul and mind ; 
Henceforth ever let my heart 
See Thee truly as Thou art ! 

Amut-in. 1657. 
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OyiNQPAGESIMA SUNDAY. 



And now sbidetb faith, hope, charity, thefe three ; but 
the greateft of thefe h cbanC)'. — freia lit Ef^lt. 

|ANY a ^ did Chrift impart. 
Nobleft of them all is Love ; 
I Love, a balm within the heart 
That can all its pains remove ; 
Love, a liar moA bright and pure ; 
Love, a gem of pricele6 worth. 
Richer than man knowg on earth ; 
Love, like beauty, ftrong to lure ; 
Love, like joy, makes man her thrall. 
Strong to pleafe and conquer all. 

Love can give us all things ; here 

Ufe and beauty cannot fever j 
Love can raife us to that fphere 

Whence the foul tends heavenwards ever; 
Though one fpcak with angel tongues 

BraveA words of Hrength and &k. 

If no love his heart infpire. 
They are but as fleeting fongs ; 
All his eloquence fhall pals. 
As the noife of foundii^ brafs. 
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Science with her keea-eyed glance. 

All the wifdom of the world, 
Myftcriei that the foul entrance. 

Faith that mighty hills had hurl'd 
From their ancient (eats ; — all thij. 

Wherein man takes moft his pride, 

Valuclefs is caft afide. 
If the fptrit there we mifs. 
That can work from love alone. 
Not from pride in what is known. 

Though I lavilh'd all I have 

On the poor in charity ; 
Though I Ihrank not from the grave. 

Or unmoved the Hake could lee j 

Though my body here were given 

To the all-confuming flame; 

If my mind were ftill the fame, 

Meeter were I not lor heaven. 

Till by Love my worb were crown'd, 

Tili in Love my ftrength were found. 

Faith muft conquer, Hope muft bloom. 

As our onward path we wend, 
Elfe we came not through the gloom. 

But with earth they alio end ; 
Thou, O Love, doth ftretch afir 
Through the wide eternity. 
And the foul array'd in Thee 
Shines for ever as a flar. 
Faith and Hope mull pafs awajr. 
Thou, O Love, endureft aye. 
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Come, Thou Spirit of pure Love, 

Who doft forth from God proceed. 
Never irom my heart remove. 

Let me all Thy impulfe heed j 
All that feeks felf-profit firft. 
Rather than another's good. 
Whether foe or link'd in blood, 
Let me hold fuch thought accuift ; 
And my heart henceforward be 
Ruled, infpired, O Love, by Thee ! 

Ernst Langb. 
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QJJINQJTAGESIMA SUNDAY. 

And JeAu liid unto him, ReceiTC tby light ; thy faith 
hath foved tbee. And imnwdiatdy he received hiiHghi, 
aod followed Him, gloritying God.— fron thi GaJPtl. 

rjY Saviour, what Thou didft of old. 
When Thou waft dwelling here, 
I Thou doeft yet for them, v»ho bold 
In &ith to Thee draw near. 
As Thou hadft pity on the blind. 

According to Thy Word, 
Thou fufferedft me Thy grace to find. 
Thy Light halt on me pour'd. 

Mourning I fat belide the way. 

In lightlefs gloom apart. 
And fadnels heavy on me Isy, 

And longing gnaw'd my heart j 
I heard the mufic of the pfalms 

Thy people fang to Thee, 
I felt the waving of their palms. 

And yet I could not fee. 

My pain grew more than I could bear. 

Too keen my grief became. 
Then I toot heart in my defpair 

To call upon Thy name j 
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" O Son of David, Ikve and Ileal, 
As Thou fo oft haft done ! 

dearefl Jefui, Ui me feel 
My load of darknefs gone." 

And ever weeping aa I fpoke 

Willi biller prayers and Iighs, 
My ftony heart grew foil and broke. 

More eameft yet my cries. 
A fudden anfwer ftill'd my fear. 

For it was faid to me, 
" O poor blind man, be of good cheer. 

Rejoice, He ealleth thee." 

1 ftlt. Lord, that Thou ftoodeft ftill. 
Groping Thy fcet I fought. 

From off me fell my old lelf-will, 

A change came o'er my thought. 
Thou faidft, " What is it thou wouldft have ?" 

" Lord, that I might have fight; 
To fee Thy countenance I crave : " 

" So be it, have thou Light." 

And words of Thine can never fkH, 

My fears are paft and o'er ; 
My foul is glad with light, the veil 

Is on my heart no more. 
Thou blefleft me, and forth I ftre 

Free from my old difgrace. 
And follow on with joy where'er 

Thy Ibotfteps, Lord, I trace. 

Db la Motre PouQui. 
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ASH WEDNESDAY. 

Gather the people . . and let the prielfa, the mbiftera 
of the Lord, weep between the porch and the altar, and 
let them fay. Spare Thy people, O Lord.—Fnm tht 

Fe^agifor thi EpifiU. 

!E0T in anger Tmite us. Lord, 

Spire Thy people, fparc ! 

I If Thou mete us due reward 

We mud all defpair. 
Let the flood 
Of Jefua' blood 
Quench the flaming of Thy wrath, 
That our fin enkindled hath. 

Father I Thou haft patience long 

With the fick and weak j 
Heal us, make us brave and ftrong. 
Words of comfbr: fpeak. 
Touch my foul. 
And make me whole 
With Thy healing precious balm ; 
Ward off all would bring me hann. 

Weary am I, Lord, and worn 

With my ceajelefs pain ; 
Sad the heart that night and mora 

Sighs for help in vain. 
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Wiit Thou j-M 

My foul forget. 
Waiting anzioully for Thee 
In the cave of mifery? 

Hence, ye foes ! God hears my prayer 

From His holy place ; 
Once again with hope I dare 
Come before Hu &ce. 
Satan flee. 
Hell touch not me ; 
God hath given me power o'er al]. 
Who once moclc'd and fought my &11. 

Alunw. t65a> 
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FIRST SUNDAY IN LENT. 

Then wis Jefus led up of the Spirit info the wildemefs 
to be tempted of the devil. And He fitted forty days 
md forty nights. — Fr«m tie GeJ^I. 

^M I 3 ftrmgcr here, on earth alone, 
) When Ihall my weary days be pall and 

gone? 
' When (hall I find fomerefpite.fome relief 
From thig unfleeping pain, thia haunting griefs 

The joyful jun another nioming brings, 
I only wake to feel care's piercing Ilingg ; 
The foft moon comes with lilenc night and lleep. 
And bringetb nought to me but time to weep. 

My heart and conicience forely wounded lie. 
Struck by the arrowa of Thy wrath, Mofi High ! 
From morn dll eventide where'er I flee, 
I find no hiding-place, great God, from Thee ! 

O Lord, be not lb Ilrift to mark my crimes ! 
Great God, doft Thou remember yet thofe times 
OF foolilh tkoughtleflneli, when blind and young 
My heart to vain delights of earth ftill clung? 

Wilt Thou then alway bear my fins in mind f 
What offering, what atonement can I find ! 
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Nought have I of mioe own but fm and wrong, 
But love and merc^. Lord, to Thee belong! 

Oh therefore leave me Dot the wretched prey 
Of thofc who fcek to take my life away ! 
Yet though with flreaming eye* to Thee I cry. 
No anfwering voice comes from Thy throne on Wgh. 

Vain are my tears and prayers, vain all my woe. 
While Thou doll fight a^nA me as a foe ; 
The zeal of Thy juft anger and Thy might 
Have plunged my fool in blackeft deptha of night. 

I At alone ; with tears I bathe my cheeb. 
With bitter fighs and groans my fpirit leeks 
For Him, who veils behind the clouds His hce, 
And hears not, as of old in happier days. 

Oh that I had a dove's fwift wings I I'd fly 
Away to fome iar mountain lone and high, — 
Yet codd I not efcape His mighty hand 
Before whom all things bare and open ftand. 

Nay, rather let me fufier all His will. 
Though His fierce anger beat upon me flill, 
A willing heart and patient mind, O God! 
I bring to Thy fevere but righteous rod. 

Much have I linn'd, I perilh utterly 

If my mifdeeds be all avenged of Thee ; 

Yet, Lord of Hofts, doth not Thy Word proclaim. 

The Mereifiil is Thy moft glorious name ! 

Raisnsk. 1678. 
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SECOND SUNDAY IN LENT. 

And the difcipln Htid, Send her anay, for Ihe crietb 
after lU j . . . But He CaiA, Gieat Is thj &itfa, be it unto 
IS thou wdt.— From tie Goff^l. 

t WILL not let Thee go ; Thou Help in 
time of need ! 
Heap ill on iU 
I trull Thee ftill. 
E'en when it feenu that Thou wouldft flay indeed ! 
Do as Thou wilt with me, 
I yet will cling to Thee, 
Hide Thou Thy lace, yet. Help in time of need, 
I will not let Thee go ! 

I will not let Thee go ; fliould I fbrfake my bills } 
No, Lord, Tbou'rt mine. 
And I am Thine, 
Thee will I hold when all things elfe I mlTs. 
Though dark and fad the night, 
Joy Cometh with Thy light, 

Thou my Sun ( ftiould I forfake my bills? 

I will not let Thee go I 

1 will not let Thee go, my God, my Lile, my Lord ! 

Not Death can tear 
Me from His care. 
Who for my fake His fou! in death outpour'd. 



6o 



Igia CSirmanica. 



Thou diedft for love to mc, 
I % in love to Thee, 
£*en when my heart fhall break, my God, my Life, 
my Lord, 
I will not let Thee go! 

1692. 
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THIRD SUNDAY IN LENT. 



Awake, thou that fteepeft, and uife ^m the dead, am 
ChriA Hiall give thee light.— /ran tit E^U. 

^WAKE, O man, and from thee fhske 
This heavy deep of fin ! 
t Soon fhall the Higheft vengeance take. 
Soon Ihall His wrath begin 
To fmite the wretched flnner home ; 
In awful terrors He Ihall come. 
To mete to all on earth their due reward. 
Only the righteous fpares our angry Lord. 

Come then, ye finnen, great and fnul). 

Weeping and mourning fore. 
Low down before Hii fbotftoo) iall. 
And TOW to fin no more. 
In &ith and godlinefs array 
Your fouls againfl that Anal day. 
So fliall ye 'fcape Hi* wrath, and blefied die. 
Heirs of the kingdom with your Lord on high. 

Oh lay to heart this woudroQS thought. 

Through what (ore agony 
And death was your redemption bot^ht. 

And to your Saviour flee 
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Ere yet too late ; the world difown. 

And fix your love on Chrift alone. 
And do His will t for at the final doom, 
Thofe who dilhonour'd Him fliall wrath coniume. 

Tarn Thou us, and we fliall be turn'd ; 

Thou broughteft back of old 
Thy fttaying people, when they yearn'd 
After [heir proper fold i 
Even fo forgive whac we Have done. 
Accept us in Thy bieffcd Son, 
And let Thy Holy Spirit be out guide. 
That we m^ fptead Thy praifes fer and wide ! 
Cramblii;!. 1697. 
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FOURTH SUNDAY IN LENT. 

Grant, ne befeech Thee, Almighty God, that we, who 
for our evil deeds do worthily defccve lo be punilhed, by 
the comfon of Thy grace nay mercifully be relieved j 
through our Lord and Saviour, Jefus Chrift. — From fie 

iERE, O my God, I caA me at Thy feet, 

I ReadytoAiSerwhatThouthiukcftmect; 
[ Yet look on me, great God, with pitying 
eyca. 
Reward me not for mine iniquities .' 

Too oft, alas ! my heart hath loved to ftray 
Downward along Sin'a broad and eafy way ; 
And worldly pride and carnal lulls moft foul 
Were ihamelcfs cheriJh'd in my inmoft foul. 

Thy Majclly have I ofiended. Lord, 
And fet at nought Thy law. Thy holy Word j 
I had not learnt Thy righteous wrath to dread. 
Nor faw the vengeance gathering o'er my head. 

wretched man, what evil have I wrought ! 
Now in the fnares of Sin a captive caught, 

1 learn, O Sin, how fell and keen thy fmart I 
O wrath of God, how terrible thou art ! 
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Is [here no way, can I no helper find. 
Who may thefe heavy chains of fin unbind? 
Can man nor creature fhow me any pJace, 
Where I may flee and hide me from God's &ce I 

Nay, I muft See to God Himlelf, from whom 
Our life and help, our hope and faftty come ; 
What all the world muft unaccomplilh'd leave. 
Thou, tbf Thou arc Almighty, can ft achieve. 

Think on the covenant Thou haft never broken. 
Think on the fteadikft oath Thyfelf haft fpoten ; 
Know that I am a God, Thy promift Cuth, 
Who hath no pleafure in a finner's death. 

Then let the arms of love be round me thrown. 
Have pity on me, hear my bitter moan. 
Call back Thy ftieep, that wandering 6r aftray. 
Was loft in fin, nor knew its homeward way. 

Grant me to rule my inner life aright. 
And aft and fpeak as ever in Thy fight, 
A friend to all true virtue, but a foe 
To all Thou hateft, fins and follies low. 

Thou Mercifiil ! what thanks and piaife Ihall be 
For Thy great goodnefs ofer'd uBto Thee, 
As is moft meet, while here my days I fpend, 
And yonder in the world that Ihall not end ! 
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FIFTH SUNDAY IN LENT. 

Out of the depths have I called unto Thee, O Lord j 
Lord, hear my voice. If Thou, Lord, wilt be extreme 
to mark what is done amils, Lord, who may abide it t 
P,. axx. I, J. 

BUT of the depths I cry ro Thee, 
Lord God I oh hear my prayer ! 
I Incline a gracious ear Co me. 
And bid me not defpair : 
If Thou remembereft each mifdeed. 
If each ihoiild have its rightfiil meed. 
Lord, who fhail ftand before Thee l 

Tb through Thy love alone we gain 

The pardon of our lin ; 
The Ibifteft life is but in vain. 

Our works can nothing win. 
That none (hould boall himfelf of aught. 
But own in fear Thy grace hath wrought 
What b him (eemeth righteous. 

Wherefijre my hope is in the Lord, 

My worts I count but duft, 
I build not there, but on His word. 

And in His goodnefs trull. 
Up to Hb care myfelf I yield. 
He i) my tower, my rock, my ftiield. 
And for His help I tarry. 
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And though it linger dll che night. 

And round ^ain ro mom. 
My heart fhall ne'er niiftraft Thy might, 

Nor count itftlf foriorn. 
Do thui, O ye of Ifrad'a feed. 
Ye of the Spirit bom indeed. 

Wait for your God's appearing. 

Though great our firtt and fore our woundi, 

And deep and dark our &II, 
His helping mercy hath no bounds, 

Hu love ItirpalTeth all. 
Our trufty loving Shepherd He, 
Who fhaU at laft fet Ifrael ftce 
From lU their fin and forrow. 

LuTHBK. 1524. 
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PALM SUNDAY. 



And the multitudes that went before, and that followed, 
cried lajing, Hofanua to the Son of David j blelTcd 1$ He 
that comedi in the name of the Lord ; Hofanna in the 
higheft.— Afi»(. xxi. 9. 

^OSANNA to theSonofDavid! Raife 
Triamphal arches to His praije. 

For Him prepare a throne 
Who comes at laft to Zion — to Hi» own ! 
Strew palms around, make plain and ftraight the 

For Him who His triumphal entry holds to-day ! 

Horanna ! Welcome above all Thou art ! 
Make ready each to lay his heart 

Low down before Hia feet ! 
Come, Jet us haflen forth our Lord to meet. 
And bid Him enter in at Zion's gates. 
Where thoufand-voiced welcome on His coming wai ts . 

Hoianna 1 Prince of Peace and Lord of Might I 
We haU Thee Conqaeror in the fight ! 

All Thou with toil haft won. 
Shall be our booty when the battle's done. 
Thy r^ht hand ever hath the rule and fway. 
Thy kingdom llandeth faft when all things elfe decay. 



Cioogic 



68 ijta ffimnairfta. 

Hofanm ! befl-beloved and noble Gueft ! 
Who makeft as by Thy beheft 

Heirs of Thy realm with Thee. 
Oh let U9 therefore never weaiy be 
To fiand and ferve before Thy righteous throne. 
We know no king but Thee, rule Thou o'er us done! 

Hofanna ! Come, the time draws on apace. 
We long Thy mercy to embrace i 

This fervant'a fbrir can ne'er 
Conceal the majefty Thy afl) declare : 
Too well art Thou here in Thy Zion known. 
Who art the Son of God, and yet art David's Son. 

Hofanna ! Lord, be Thou our help and friend, 
Thy aid to ua in mercy fend. 

That each may bring his foul 
An offering unto Thee, unftain'd and whole. 
Thoo wilt have none for Thy difciples. Lord, 
Bat thofe who truly keep, not only hear Thy word. 

Hofanna ! Let us in Thy fbotfteps tread. 

Nor that fad Mount of Olives dread 

Where we tnuft weep and watch. 

Until the iar-off fong of joy we catch 

From Heaven oar Bethphage, where we fliall fing 

Hofanna in the higheft to our God and King ! 

Hofanna ! Let us found it &r and wide ! 
Enter Thou in and here abide. 
Thou Blcfled of the Lonl! 



UstB iSmnimftB. 69 

Why ftandeft Thoo without, why roaro'ft 
abroad I 
Hofknna ! Make Thy home with us for ever ! 
Thou corned. Lord ! and nought us from Thy love 
Ihall fever. 

Hallelujah. 

SCRMOLCK. 1 704. 
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MONDAY IN PASSION WEEK. 
And when He wis come near. He beheld the city and 

Jf HOU weepeft o'er Jerulaleni, 
Lord Jefus, bitter tean ; 
But deepeft comfort lies in them 
For us, whole liiu have fill'd our fouls 
with fean: 
Since that they tell. 
When finners turn to Thee Thou lov'ft it well. 
And furely wilt e^ce, of Thj unbounded grace. 
All the mifdeeds tliat on our confcience dwell. 

When God's jufl wrath and anger burn 

Againft me for my fin, 
To thefe fad tears of Thine I turn. 
And watching diem frelh hope and courage win ; 
For God doth prize 
Thefe drops fo greatly, that before His eyei 
Who fprinkle* o'er hta foul with them is clean and 

And Irom his farrows' depth new joy fhall rife. 

Earth is the home of tears and woe. 

Where we mufi often weep, 
Fighting the world our mighty Gx, 

Whofe enmity to Thee doth never flcq> ; 



My heart b torn 
A&efh each day by her fierce r^e and fcorn. 
But in my laddeft hours, I think upon thofe Aiowen 
That tell how Thou haft all oor forrowg borne. 

Thou counteft up my tears and figbs. 

E'en were they numberlefe j 
Not one is hidden from Thine eyes. 
Thou ne'er ibtgettelt me in my diftrers. 
But when they rain 
Before Thee, Thou doft quickly mm again. 
Haft pity on my woe, and makeft me to know 
What fweeteft joy lies hid in foreft pain. 

We Tow in tears ; but let us keep 

Our &ith in God, and truft Him ftill. 
Yonder our harveft we Ihall reap, 
Where gUdnefa every heart and voice Ihall fill. 
Such joy is there 
No morul tongue its glory can declare, 
A joy that Ihall endure, unchanging deep and pure. 
That Ihall be ours, if here the crofs we bear. 

O Chrift, I thank Thee for Thy tears ; 

Thofe tears have won for me 
That I Ihall wear, through endleis years, 
A crown of joy before my God and Thee. 
All weeping o'er. 
Up to Thy chofen faints I once Ihall foary 
And there Thy pity praife, in more befitting lays. 
Thou Glory of Thy Church, for evermore. 

Hbermann. 1630. 
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TUESDAY IN PASSION WEEK. 

By the nbich will ne are lanaified, throagb the offerii 
of the body of Jcfus Chrift once for aii.^Hti. x. i< 

SORD! Thy dwtli and paffion give 

Strength and comfort at my need, 
, Every hour while here I live 

On Thy love my foul (hall feed. 
Doth fome evil thought apftartf 
la. Thy crofa dcfenda my heart. 
Shows the perU, and I Ihrink 
Back from loitering on the brink. 

Doth my caroal nature yearn 

After wanton joys 1 a^a 
Quickly to Thy crofs I turn. 

And her voice ia heard in vain. 
Cometh ftrong temptation's hour, 
Wlien my foe puta forth his power ) 
Shelter'd by this holy Ihield, 
Soon I drive him from the field. 

Would the world my fiepa entice 
To yon wide and level road, 

Fill'd with muth and pleajant vicef 
Lord, I think upon the load 
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ThoD didit once for me CDdnre, 

And I fly alJ thougbn impure ; 
Thinking on Thy bitter pains, 
Hufh'd in prayer my heart remains. 

Yes, Thy crofa hath power to heal 
All the wounds of lin and ftrife. 

Loft in Thee my hean doth teel 
Sudden warmth and nobler life. 

In my laddeA, darkeft grief. 

Let Thy fweetnefs bring relief. 

Thou who caotelt but to iave. 

Thou who fearedft not the grave ! 

Lord, in Thee I place my trufi. 
Thou art my defence and tower ; 

Death Thou trcadcft in the duft. 
O'er my foul he hath no power. 

Tliat I may have part in Thee 

Help and fave and comfort me. 

Give me of Thy grace and might, 

Refuneftion, lile and light. 

Fount of Good, within me dwell. 
For the peace Thy prefcnce flieds 

Keeps us lafe in conflia fell, 
Charms the pain from dying beds. 

Hide me clofe within Thine arm. 

Where no foe can hurt or harm j 

Whofo, Lord, in Thee doth reft. 

He hath conijucr'd, he is bleft. 

Hebrmank, 1644. 

tioogic 
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WEDNESDAY IN PASSION WEEK. 

Now once in the end of tlie world hath He appeared, to 
put away fin by the Ikcrifice of Himfelf. — Fram lie 
Epiftk. 

fHEN forrow and remoife 

Prey at mj' heart, to Thee 
\ I look, who OD the holy crola 
Waft flain for me. 
Ah Lord, Thy precioua blood wa» fpUt 
For me, O moft unworthy. 
To take away my guUt 

Oh wonder paft belief t 

Behold the Mafter fpores 
Hb fervanta, and fore pain and grief 

For them He bean. 
God ftoopeth from His throne on high. 

For me His guilty creature. 

He de^ as man to die. 

Though coundefs were the fini 

That weigh'd mc to the doft, 
ChrilPa death for me the favour wins 

OfGodmoft juft. 
His precious blood my debts hath paid. 

Of hell and all its tormenti 

I am no more afraid. 
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My heart is fill'd with ruth. 
Thinking on all Thou'ft borne. 

How mighty love snd tender troth 
Were crown'd with thorn. 

In fong! of thanks I'll fpend my breath 
For Thy fad cry. Thy fofierings, 
Thy wrongs. Thy guiltJefs death. 

Thy Poflion, Lord, in^ires 

My fpirit day by day. 
With ftrength from all low dark defires 

To flee awi^. 
This thought I iiiin would cherilh moft. 

What pain my foul's redemption 

To Thee, O Saviour, coft. 

Whatc'er the burden be. 

The crofs upon me laid. 
Or want or fhame, I look to Thee, 

Be Thou mine aid. 
Give patience, give me Arength to take 

Thee for my bright example. 

And all the world Caifyke. 

Let me to others do. 

As Thou haft done to me. 
Love them with love unfeign'd and true. 

Their fervant be 
Of willing heart, nor feek my own, 

Bot as Thou, Lord, hafl helped ua. 

From pureft love alone. 
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And let Thy forrowa cheer 
My foal when I depart ; 
Give ftrcngth ro cafi away all fear. 

And tcU my heart 
That fincc tny tnilt a in Thy grace, 
Thoa wilt accept me yonder. 
Where I fluU fee Thy face. 

Gesehivs. 
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THURSDAY IN PASSION WEEK. 

Pilate therefore willing to relccile Jefui, Tpalcc again 
to them. But they cried faying. Crucify Him, cruciiy 
Hint. And he faid unto them the thiid time, Why, 
what evil hath He done t—Fnm lie Gojpel. 

^f L AS, dear Lord, what evil haft Thou done, 
) That fuch fliarp fentence irom Thy Judge 
hath won? 
What are Hia crimei, and what the guilt, 
oh cell. 
Wherein He fell ? 

They feoutge Him, crown Him with a crown of 

They finite His &ce with bitter mock and fcorn. 
They give Him gall to drink, they pierce Hia fide. 
The Crucified ! 

Whence come thefe forrows, whence this cruel woe f 
It was my fins that ftruck the fiital blow; 
Mine were the wrath and anguifli, deareft Lord, 
On Thee ootpour'd. 

What ftrangeft punifliment ! The Shepherd good 
For erring Ihecp here pours His own heart's blood, 
Tiie fervants' debts are on the Mafier laid. 
Who all hath paid. 



...Google 



%Bta UStnaanlOL 



Prom head to foot was there no fpot in me 
Unfcarr'd by fin, from taint of evil free ; 
My fiu had weigh'd me down that I fhouJd dwell 
For aye in Hell. 

Oh wondrous love, love that no meafure Imows, 
That broaght Thee, Chrift, todrink this cupof woes ! 
Foil of the world's vain joys and hopes was I, 
While Thou muft die ! 

mighty King! mighty beyond all time! 

Fun would 1 found Thy praife through every clime ! 
A gift were meet for Thee, my anzloos thoi^ht 
Long time hath fought. 

But human wifdom fearches. Lord, in vain 
To find aught like Thy pity, or Thy pain. 
How fhati my works, though toiling day and night. 
Thy love requite ? 

Vet have I fomewhai that my Lord can pleafe ; 

1 can renounce fweei fins and felfilh eafe. 

And quench the unhalJow'd fires that back would 
lure 
To thoughts impure. 

But fince my ftrength, alas, will ne'er prevail 
My Arong defires upon the crofs to nail. 
Oh let Thy Spirit rule my heart, who leads 
To all good deeds. 

Then fliall Thy mercy fill my every thought, 
I love Thee fo, the world to me is not^t ; 
My fole endeavour, Iiord, is to fulfil 
Thy holy will. 



Isra ^FmnaniCB. 



My all I rilk to magnify Thy oame. 
No crolg ihall daUDt me, no reproach or fliame ; 
Man's lierceft threau I will not lay to heart. 
Nor Death's worft fmart. 

In truth my lacrifice is nothii^ worth. 
Yet Thou in mercy wilt not call it forth ; 
Thou'It put me not to Ihame, but for love's fake 
My ofiering take. 

Lord Jefos, once on higli amongft Tliine own. 
Shall I ftand crowD'd with light before Thy throne ; 
Wliere fweeteft hymns are ever ringing round. 
My voice Ihall found. 

Hbuuann.. 163a 
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GOOD FRTOAY. 

Miming. 

He was wounded for our tranfgrefliotu. He wai bruited 
for our iniquiiieti the cbafiifenient of our peace was 
upon Him, and with His ftripe« we are healed. — Fnm 
tie Lfffin. 

yH wounded Head 1 Mall Thon 

Endure fuch Ihame and fconi ! 
' The blood is trickling from Thy brow 

Pierced by the crown of thorn. 
Thou who waft crown'd on high 
With light and majefty. 
In deep dillionour here muil die. 
Yet here I welcome Thee ! 



Thou noble c 

All earthly lights are pale 
Before the brightnefs of that glance. 

At which a world Dial] quail. 

How is it quenched and gone ! 

Thofe gracious eyes how dim ! 
Whence grew that checic fo pale and v 

Who dared to feoff at Him? 

All lovely hues of life, 
That glow'd on lip and cheek, 
Have vanifti'd in that awfiil ftrift ; 
The Mighty One is weak. 
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Pa]e Death hu won the day. 
He triumphs in ttiis hour 
When Strength and Beauty fedc away. 
And yield them to his power. 

Ah Lord, Thy woes belong. 
Thy cruel pains, to me. 

The burden of my iin and wrong 
Hath all been laid on Thee. 
Behold me where I kneel. 
Wrath were my rightful lot. 

One glance of love yet let me feel ! 
Redeemer, fpuro me not ! 

My Guardian, own me Thine ; 

My Shepherd, bear me home : 
O Fount of mercy. Source Divine, 

From Thee what bleffings come ! 

How oft Thy mouth has fed 

My foul with angels' food. 
How oft Thy Spirit o'er me Ihed 

Hij ftores of heavenly good ! 

Ah would that I could Ihare 
Thy crofe. Thy bitter woe* ! 

All true delight lies hidden there. 
Thence all true comfort flows. 
Ah weU were it fbr me 
That I could end my Ifaift, 

And die upon the crofi with Thee, 
Who art my Life of life! 
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My foul u all o'erfrei^t, 

O JefQs, deai«ft Friend, 
With ihankfii] love to Him who foaght 

Such woe for fuch an end. 

Grant me aa true a &ith. 

As Thou art trae to me. 
That fo the icy fleep of death 

Be but a reft ia Thee. 

Yes, when I muft depart. 

Depart Thou not from me ; 
When Death is creeping to my heart. 

Bear Thou mine ^ny. 

When &ith and courage fink, 

O'erwhelm'd with dread difmay. 
Come Thou who ne'er from pain didft (hiinlc. 

And chafe my fean away. 

Come to me ere I die. 

My comfort and my fbield ; 
Then gazing on Thy crofs can 1 

Calmly my fpirit yield. 

On Thee, when life ia paft. 

My darkening eyes Ihall dwell. 
My heart in faith Ihall hold Thee fafi; 

Who dteth thu5, dies well. 

Padi. GaaHAuvr. 1659. 
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GOOD FRIDAY. 




Evening. 




H-e were yet finnen, Chrift died for Mi.- 


5,m that, while 
-Rom. V. 8. 



^HOU Holieft Love, whom moft I love, 

Who art tny long'd-for on]/ bliss, 
I Whom tendercfl pity erft did move 
To fathom woe and death's abyfe ; 
Who once didft fafier for my good. 
And die my guilty debts to pay. 
Thou Lamb of God, whofe precious blood 
Can take a world's milHeeds away ; 

Thou Love, who didft fuch anguilh bear 

Upon the Mount of agony. 
And yet with ceafelefs watchAil care 

Doft yearn o'er us lb tenderly ; 
Thou cameft not Thy will to feek. 

But all Thy Father'a will obey. 
Bearing the crofa in patience meek. 

That Thou might'H take our curie away. 

O Love, who with unflinching hean 

Enduredft all difgrace and fiiame; 
O Love, who mid the keeneft linart 

Of dying pangs wert ftill the fame ; 
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Who didft Thy changelefs virtue prove 
E'en wfith Thy lateft parting breath. 

And fpakeft words of gentleft love 
When foul and body fank in death ; 

O Love, through forrows manifold 

Haft Thou betroth'd me as a bride. 
By ceafelefi gifts, by love untold. 

Haft bound me ever to Thy fide i 
Oh let the vaeary ache, the fmatt. 

Of life's long tale of P^" '"** ^^'' 
Be gently ftillM within my heart 

At thought of Thee, and of Thy erofs ! 

Love, who dying thus for mc. 
Haft won me an eternal good 

Through foreft anguifti on the tree, 
I ever think upon Thy blood ; 

1 ever thank Thy facred wounds. 
Thou wounded Love, Thou Holieft, 

But moft when life is near its bounds, 
And in Thy bofom fafe I reft. 

Love, who unto death haft grieved 
For this cold heart, unworthy Thine, 

Whom once the chill dark grave received, 
I thank Thee for that grief divinej 

1 give Thee thanks that Thou didft die 
To win eternal life for me. 

To bring falvarion from on high ; 
Oh draw me up through love to Thee ! 

Ancblus. 1657 
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EASTER EVEN. 

And Jofeph wrapped tbe body in a dean linen cloth, 
and laid ic in his own new tomb, which he had hewn out 
in the rock — From tht Gejpel. 

gEST of the weary! Thou 
Thyfelf art refting now, 
f Where lowly in Thy fepulchre Thou 
' lieft: 

From out her deathly fleep 
My foul doth Hart, to weep 
So fad a wonder, that Thou Saviour dieft ! 

Thy bitter anguiih o'er, 

To this dark tomb they bore 
Thee, Life of life— Thee, Lord of all creation ! 

The hollow rocky cave 

Muft fcrve Thee for a grave. 
Who waft Thylelf the Rock of our Salvation! 

O Prince of Life ! I know 

That when I too lie low. 
Thou wilt at laft my foul from death awaken ; 

And thus I will not Dirink 

From the grave's awful brink j 
The heart that trails in Thee Ihall ne'er be Ihaken. 
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To me the dukfome tomb 

Is bat a narrow room. 
Where I may reft in peace from forrow free ; 

thy death IhaU ^ve me power 

To cry in that dark hour, 
O Death, O Grave, where is yonr viftory? 

The gtave can nonght deftrc^. 

Only the flelh can die. 
And e'en the body trioniphs o'er decay : 

Clothed by Thy wondrous might 

In robei of dazzling light. 
This flefli Ihall barft the grave at that laft Day, 

My Jefus, day by day. 

Help me to watch and pray, 
Befide the tomb where in my heart Thou'n kid. 

Thy bitter death Ihall be 

My conftanc memory. 
My guide at laft into Death's awfiil (hade. 

S. France. 1711. 
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EASTER DAV. 



CuRiST being raifed froiTi the dead dieth no more: 
death hath no more dominion over Him. — frim tkt 
Anlhem. 

KN the bondg of Death He lay. 
Who for our o&nce was flain. 
But the Lord is riTen to^ay, 
Chrifl hath brought us life ^ain. 
Wherefore let us all rejoice. 
Singing loud with eheerfijl voice 
Hallelujah I 

Of the fons of men v/aa none 

Who could break the bonds of Death, 

Sin this mifchief dire had done. 

Innocent was none on earth ; 

Wherefore Death grew ftrong and bold. 

Death would all men captive hold. 

Hallelujah 1 

Jefus Chrjft, God's only Son, 

Came at M our foe to fmitt. 
All our lins away hath done. 
Done away Death's power and rig^t. 
Only the form of Death is left. 
Of his lling he is bereft ; 

Hallelojah. 
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Twas a wondrous war, I trow. 

When lire and Death together fought ; 
But life hath triumph'd o'er his £x. 
Death is mock'd and fet at nought ; 
Ym, 'tia as the Scripture laith, 
ChriA dmm^ death has conquer'd Death. 
Hallelujah. 

Now OUT PaTchal Lamb is He, 
And by Him alone we live. 
Who to death upon the trecj 
For our fake Himfelf did ^ve. 
Faith His blood ftrikes on our door. 
Death dares never harm us more. 
Hallelujah. 

On this day mofi blell of dsyi, 

Let us keep high feftiva]. 
For our God hath Ihow'd His grace, 
And our Sun hath rifen on all. 
And our hearts rejoice to fee 
Sin and n^t before Him flee. 

Hallelujah 

To the fupper of the Lord 

Gladly will we come to-d^. 
The word of peace is now reftored. 
The old leaven b put away ; 
Chrift will be oor food alone, 
Faith no life bat His doth own. 
Hallelujah. 

LvnuK. 1594. 
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EASTER DAY 



If je then be rifen with Chrift, ieek thofc things which 
are above, where Chrift fitteth on the right* hand of Gi>d. 
FrMi tAe Epiflie. 

I GLORIOUS Head, Thou liveft now ! 
It us Thy members fliare Thy life ; 
f Canft Thou behold their need, nor bow 
To raife Thy children from the ftrife 
With felf and fin, with death and dark diflrds. 
That they may live lo Thee in holinefs i 

Eanh knows Thee not, but evermore 

Thou liv'ft in Paradife, in peace ; 
Oh &in my foul would thither foar. 

Oh let me from the creatures ceafe : 
Dead to the world, but to Thy Spirit known, 
I live to Thee, O Prince of life, alone. 

Break through my bonds whate'er it coil. 

What is not Thine within me flay. 
Give me the lot I covet moll, 

To rife as Thou hafl rifen to-day. 
r nought can do, a flave to death I pine. 
Work Thou in me, O Power and Life Divine t 
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Work Thou in me, and heavenward guide 
My thoughts and wifbes, that my heart 

Waver do more nor turn aiide. 
But fix for ever where Thou art. 

Thou art not iu from lu ; who love* Thee well. 

While ya on earth in heaven with Thee may dwell 

TEKSTBEaBH. I73I. 
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MONDAY IN EASTER WEEK. 

And they told what things were done in the way, ud 
how He was known to them in breaking of bread. And 
as they thus fpake, Jefus Himfelf ftood in the roidft of 
them, and faiih unto them. Peace be unto you.— FrMi 

WELCOME Thou viflor in the ftrifr. 

Now welcome from the cave ! 

I To-day we triumph in Thy life 

Around Thine empty grave. 

Our enemy is put to Ihame, 

His fliort-lived triumph o'er ; 
Our God i» with us, we eiclaim. 

We lear our foe no more. 

The dwellings of the Juft refound 

With fonga of viflory ; 
For in their midft, IjitA, Thou art found. 

And bringeft peace with Thee. 

O Ihare with us the fpoils, we pray. 

Thou diedft to achieve j 
We meet within Thy houfe to-day 

Our portion to receive : 
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And let Thy conquering banner wave 
O'er hearts Thou makeft free. 

And point die path that from the grave 
Leads heavenward np to Thee. 

We bury all our fin and crime 

Deep in our Saviour's comb. 
And feck the treaTure there, that time 

Nor change can e'er confume. 

We die with Thee ; oh let us live 

Henceforth to Thee aright ; 
The bleffings Thou haft died to ^ve. 

Be daily in our fight. 

Fearlefs we lay us in the tomb, 

And'fleep the night away. 
If Thou art there to break the gloom. 

And call us back to day. 

Death hurts us not ; his power is gone. 

And pointlefs all his darts ; 
Now hath God's fivoar on na Ihone, 

And joy fills all our hearts. 

SCHMOLCK. 171 
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TUESDAY IN EASTER WEEK. 

I KNOW that my Redeemer liveth . . and though after 
my llcin norma deftroy this body, yet in my flelh Ihall I 
fee God.— Jb* xix. 15, »6. 

For this corruptible muAput on incomiption, and this 
mortal muft out on immortality. — from the Lijpai. 

I ESUS ray Redeemer lives. "^ 

Chrift my truft is dead no more; 
, In the ftreagih this knowledge gives 
Shall not all my tears be o'er. 
Though the night of Death be fraaghi 
Still with many an anxious thought ? 

Jefus my Redeemer lives. 

And His life I once Iball fee ; 
Bright the hope this proroife gives. 

Where He is I too ftiiU be. 
Shall I fear then? Can the Head ' 
Riie and leave the members dead ? 

Clofe to Him my foul is bound 

In the bonds of Hope enclafp'd ; 
Faith's ftrong hand this hold hath found. 

And the Rock hath firmly grafp'd : 
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And no ban of death can part 
From our Lord the truliing heart. 

I flull fee Him with thefe eyes. 
Him whom I Ihall furely know ; 

Not another Ihall I rife. 
With His lore this hean (hall glow j 

Only there (hall di&ppear 

Weakoefi in and round me here. 

Ye who fufier, figh, and moan, 
Frelh and glorioui there fliall reign ; 

Earthly here the feed ig fown. 
Heavenly it fltall rife again ; 

Natural here tlK death we die, 

Spiritual OUT liie on high. 

Body, be thou of good cheer. 
In thy Saviour's care rejoice. 

Give not place to gloom and fear. 
Dead, thou yet Ihalt know His voice 

When the final trump is heard. 

And the deaf cold grave u Itirr'd. 

Laugh to fcorn then death and hell, 
l^augh to fcom the gloomy grave ; 

Caught into the air to dwell 
With the Lord who comes to fave. 

We fball trample on our foes. 

Mortal weaknefi, fear and woes. 
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Only fee ye that your heart 

Rife betime) from earthly lull ; 
Would ye there with Him have part. 

Here obey your Lord and truft. 

Fix your hearts beyond the &ies. 

Whither ye yourielvea would rife. 

LovuA HunuBTTA, 

Eleftrefs of Bnuideabuigh. i6j3- 
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FIRST SUNDAY AFTER EASTER. 



God hath given to us eternal life, and this life is in His 

Son.— from the EpiJlU. 

fjHAT had I been if Thou wert not ? 
What were I naw if Thou were gone ? 
1 Ah, fear and anguifli were my lot. 
In this wide world I flood alone; 
WhaCe'er I loved were fafc no more. 

The future were a dark abyfs ; 
To whom could I my Ibrrowa pour. 
If Thee my laden heart (hould mifs .' 

Lon^ng for love through lonely years. 

The gloom of night came o'er my day; 
,1 follow'd, yet with Iccret tears. 

The world'* wild Joys, and own'd her fway ; 
Till reltleb from her turmoil driven, 

I turn'd within, — and grief was there : 
Ah, had we not a Friend in heaven. 

Who, who his lot on earth could bear ! 

But when Thou mak'ft Thy prefenee fclt. 
And when the foul hath grafp'd Thee right. 

How fall the dreary Ihadows melt 
Beneath Thy warm and living light ! 
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In Tliee I find a nobler birth, 

A glory o'er die world I fee. 
And Paradife returns to earth. 

And blooms again for us in Thee. 

Thou (Irong and laving Son of Man, 

Redeemer fi-om the bonds of fin, 
'Tis Thou the living fpark doll: &n 

That fets my heart on fire within. 
Thou openeft heaven once more to men. 

The foul'a true home. Thy Kingdom, Lord, 
And I can trull and hope again. 

And feel myfelf akin to God. 

Brethren, go forth befide all ways. 

The wanderer greet with outftreteh'd hand. 
And call him back who darkly flrays. 

And bid him join our gkdlbme band. 
That Heaven hath ftoop'd to earth below. 

Proclaim the glad news everywhere. 
That all may learn our fiuth, and know 

They too may find an entrance there. 

After NovALis. About 1795- 
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SECOND SUNDAY AFTER EASTER. 

Jesus fijd, I am the Good Shepherd ! the Good Shep- 
herd giveth His life for His fheep.— Fr«n *Ar Gojptl. 

■ OVING Shepherd, icmd and true. 
Wilt Thou not in pity come 
To Thy limb ? As fhepherds do. 
Bear me in Thy bofom home ; 
Take me hence from earth's annoy 
To Thy home of endlefi joy. 

See how I have gooe aftray 

In this earthly wildemela , 
Come and take me foon away 

To Thy flock who dwell in blifs, 
' And Thy glory. Lord, behold. 
Safe within Thy heavenly fold. 

For I fain would gaze on Thee, 
With the lambs to whom 'tis pven 

That they feed, from danger free. 
In the happy fields of heaven ; 

Praifing Thee, all terrors o'er. 

Never can they wander more. 

Here I live in fore diftrefa. 
Fearing, watching, hour by hour ; 
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For my foes arouniJ me prefs. 

And I know their craft and power : 
Lord, Thy lamb can never be 

;, but with Thee. 



O Lord Jefus, let me not 

'Mid the ravening wolvea e'er fell. 
Help me as a Ihepherd ought. 

That I may cTcape them all : 
Bear me homeward in Thy breaft. 
To Thy fold ofendlds reft. 

Anqelus. 1657. 
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THIRi> SUNDAV AFTER EASTER. 

And ye noi* therefbie have Ibirow; but I will fee you 
again, and your heart fliali rejoice, and your joy no man 
taketh from you.— Frora tht Gajpel. 

gOMETH runOiiiie after rain, 
i After mourning joy ^ain, 
I After heavy bitter grief 
' Dawneth furely fweet relief 
And my foul, who Irom her heighl 
Sank la realms of woe and night, 
Wingeth nov^ to heaven her flight. 

He whom this world dares not lace 

Hath refrefli'd me with His grace. 

And His mighty hand uDbonnd 

Chiuns of hell about me wound; 

Qoicker, ftronger, leaps my blood. 
Since His mercy, like a flood, 
Pour'd o'er all my heart for good. 

Bitter angoilh have I borne. 

Keen regret my heart hath torn. 

Sorrow dimm'd my weeping eyes, 

Satan blinded me with lies; 
Yet at laft am I fet free. 
Help, proteftion, love, to me 
Once more true companions be. 
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None was ever left a prey. 

None was ever cum'd away. 

Who had given himitif a God, 

And on Him had call his load. 

Who in God his hope hath placed 
Shall not life in pain outwalte, 
Fulleft joy he yet fliall tafte. 

Though to-day may Dot iiilfil 

All thy hopes, have patience lUIl, 

For perchance to-morrow's fun 

Sees thy happier days begun j 

As God willeth march the hours. 
Bringing joy at jaft in Ihov^ers, 
When whate'er we afk'd is ours. 

Once a pain that would not ceafe 
Gnaw'd my heart without releafe. 
Sorrow bow'd me 'neath her yoke. 
Then in ^dnefs oft I fpoke : 

Now no hope ia left for me. 

And no reft, until I be 

WheJm'd beneath Death's funlefs fea. 

But when I was worn .with care, 
Fill'd with dread well-nigh defpair ; 
When with watching many a night. 
On me fell pale ficknels' blight ; 

When my courage fail'd me SA, 
Cameft Thou, my God, at Jaft, 
And my woes were quickly paft. 
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Yea, Thou God didll make an end. 
Thou Tach help and ftrengtfa didfi fend. 
That I nevermore can praife 
As I ought. Thy matchlel*s grace ; 

When I fought with ambus fear. 
And could lee no refuge here, 
hoi I found Thy help was near. 

Now as long 09 here I roam. 
On this earth have houfe and home. 
Shall this woadrous gleam from Thee 
Shine through all my memory. 
To my God I yet will cling. 
All my life the pralfes £ng 
That from thankful hearts outfpring. 

Every forrow, every fmart. 

That the Eternal Father's heart 

Hat t appointed me of yore. 

Or hath yet for me in Aore, 

As my life flows on I'll tajie 
Calmly, gladly for His fake. 
No more ^ithlefs murmurs make. 



I wilt meet diftrefs and pain 
I will greet e'en Death's dark reign, 
I will lay me in the grave. 
With a heart IliU glad and brave ; 

Whom the Strongefi doth defend. 
Whom the Higheft counts His friend. 
Cannot perifh in the end. 

Pavl Gbrhariit. 1^59- 



l,!!!!! firmnanica. 



FOURTH SUNDAY AFTER EASTER. 

It ii expedient for you thw I go away, for if I go not 
zvny, the Comforter trill not come unto you. — Frem 
lit Gafiel. 

ftOLY Ghoftl my Comibrter! 
I Now from hjgheft heaven appear, 
I Shed Thy gracious radiance here. 

Come to them who fuficr dearth. 
With Thy gifts of pricelefs worth, 
Lighten all who dwell on eanh ! 

Thou the heart's moft precbos goeft. 
Thou of comforters the belt. 
Give to 03, the o'er-laden, refl. 

Come, in Thee oar toil is fweet. 
Shelter from the noon-day heat, 
From whom forrow flieth fleet. 

Blefled Sun of Grace! O'er all 
Faithful hearts who on Thee call. 
Let Thy joy and folace fall. 

What without Thy aid is wrought, 

SkiUiil deed or wiklt thought, 

God will count but vain and nought. 
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Cleanfe lu. Lord, from finfiil ftain. 
O'er the parched heart oh nin. 
Heal the wounded from it* pain. 

Bend the ftnbboni will to Thine, 
Melt the cold with fire divine. 
Erring hearts aright incline. 

Grant us. Lord, who cry to Thee, 
Stead&ft in the &ith to be. 
Give Thy gjfw of charity. 

May we live in holinefs. 
And in death find happinels. 
And abide with Thee in blifs ! 

Tranflation of the 17th century after 
KiHC Robert of France, 
about A, D. 1000. 
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FIFTH SUNDAY AFTER EASTER. 

Tbesb thing* hare I fpoken unto you, that in me jt 
might hare ptatx. In the world ye Jhall hare tribula- 
tion i but be of good cheer, I ha*e overcome the world. 
Fran tit Gojfiel. 

U HRIST, Thoa the champion of that war- 
worn hoft 
Who bear Thy crofs, halle, help, or we 
are loft; 

The fchemet of thole who long our blood have fought 
Bring Thoa to nought. 

Do Thou Thyfelf for u» Thy children fight, 
Withftand the devil, quell his mge and might, 
Whate'er afl^a Thy members left below 
Do Thou o'enhrow ( 

And g^ve 113 peace ; peace in the church and fchool. 
Peace to the powers who o'er our country rule. 
Peace to the confcience, peace within the heart, 
Do Thou impart. 

So Oiall Thy goodnefa here be ftill adored. 
Thou gaardian of Thy little flock, dear Lord, 
And heaven and earth through all eternity 
Shall worihip Thee. 

LOWBHSTBRN. 

During the Thirty Years' Wir. 
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ASCENSION DAY. 

Ttltllkinejefua which istakennpfroin jou iDto heaven, 
Ihall fo come, in like manner as ye have feen Him ^ into 
hcavcQ.— Fran the Efi/iU. 

ORD, on earth I dwell in pain j 

Here in anguilh I mull lie { 
t Wherefore leav*ft Thou me again. 
Why afcendeft Thou on high ? 
Taice me, take me hence with Thee, 
Or abide. Lord, ftill in me; 
Let Thy love and pitt be left. 
That I be not all bereft. 

Leave Thy heart with me behind. 
Take mine hence with Thee away ; 

Let my iighs an entrance find 
To Thy heaven whene'er I pray. 

When I cannot pray, oh plead 

With Thy Father in my Head ; 

Seated now at God's right hand. 

Help U8 here Thy feithfiil band. 

Help me .earthly toys to fpum, 
RalTe my thoughts from things below ; 

Mortal am I, yet I yearn 
Heavenly like my Lord to grow. 
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That my dine through fkith ma; be 
Ordei'd for etemity ; 
Till we rife, all perils o'er, 
Whither Thou haft gone before. 

In due feiibn come again. 

As was promifed ui of old ; 
Raile the members that have-lain 

Gnaw'd of death beneath the monld. 
Judge the evil world that deems 
Thy fure words but empty dreams ; 
Then for all our forrows paft. 
Let us know Thy joy at laft. 

Neumann. 17 
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SUNDAY AFTER ASCENSION DAY. 

Tbese all confefled that they were Ifaangen and pilgrims 
on the earth. . . For they defired a better country, that 
is, an heavenly ; wherefore God is not alhamed to be 
colled their God : for He hath prepared for them a city. 
Hib.xi. I}, (6. 

ftEAVENWARD doth our journey tend, 

''e are flrangers here on earth, 
[ Through the wiJdemeis we wend 
Towards the Canaan of our birth. 
Here we roam a pilgrim band. 
Yonder it our native land. 

Heavenward ftretch, my foul, thy wings. 
Heavenly nature canft thou claim. 

There is nought of earthly things 
Worthy to be all thine aim ; 

Every foul chat God infpirca 

Back to Him, its Source, afpires. 

Heavenward ! doth His Spirit cry. 
When I hear Him in His Word, 

Showing thus the red on high, 
Where I fliall be with my Lord : 

When His Word fills all my thought. 

Oft to heaven my foul is cau^t. 
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Heavenward ever would I hafte. 
When Thy table. Lord, is fpreadj 

Heavenly ftrengih on earth I tafte. 
Feeding on the living Bread ; 

Such is e'en on earth onr ftie 

Who Thy marriage feaft Hall fliarc. 

Heavenward ! Faith dtfcern$ the prize 

That is waiting us a&r. 
And my heart would fwiftly rife. 

High o'er fun and moon and ftar. 
To that Light behind the veil 
Where all earthly fplendours pale. 

Heavenward Death ihall lead at lall. 
To the home where I would be. 

All my forrows overpaft, 
1 (hall triumph there with Thee, 

Jefus, who haft gone before. 

That we too might Heavenward foar. 

Heavenward ! Heavenward ! Only this 
Is my watchword on the earth j 

For the love of heavenly blifa 
Counting all things little worth. 

Heavenward all my being tends. 

Till in Heaven my journey ends. 

ScHMOLCK. 173 
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WHIT-SUNDAY. 

t WILL pray the Father, and He (hall give jou another 
Comforter, that He may abide with you for ever, even 
the Spirit of Truth.— fi-um thi Gejpel. 

^OMB, deck our feall co-day 

With flowers and wreaths of May, 
And bring an offering pure and Tweet ; 
The Spirit of all grace 
Makes earth His dwelling-place. 
Prepare your hearts your Lord to meet ; 
Receive Him, and He Ihall outpour 
Such light, all hearts with joy run o'er. 
And found of tears is heard no more. 

Thou harbinger of peace. 

Who makefi forrows ceafe, 
Wifdom in word and deed is Thine j 

Strong hand of God, Thy feal 

The loved of Jefu» feel; 
Pure Light, o'er all our pathway fhtne ! 

Give vigorous life and healthy powers. 

Oh let Thy fevenfbld gifts be ours, 

Refrefli us with Thy gracious fliowers ! 

Oh touch our tongues with flame. 
When fpeaking Jefu's name ! 
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And lead lu up the heavenward road. 
Give na the power to pray. 
Teach us what words to fay. 

Whene'er we come before our God. 
O Higheft Good, our fpiriti cheer. 
When ra^ng foe» are flrang and near. 
Give U9 brave Hearts undinun'd by fear. 

O golden rain from heaven ! 

Thy precious dewa be given 
To blefi the churches' barren field ! 
And let Thy waters flow. 
Where'er the fowers fow 
The feed of truth, that it may yield 
A hundred-fold its living fruit. 
O'er all the land may take deep root. 
And mighty branches heavenward fhoot. 

Thou fiery glow of Love ! 

Let as Thy ardours prove, 
Confume our hearts with quenchlefs firei 

Come, O Thou tracUefs Wind ! 

Breathe gently o'er our mind ! 
Nor let the fleDi to rule afpite; 

Help US our free-born right to take. 

The heavy yoke of fin to break. 

And all her tempting paths fbrfake> 

Be it Thine to ftir our will ; 
Out good intents fulfil; 
Be with us when we go and come ; 
Deep in our fpirits dwell. 
And make their inmoft cell 
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Thy temple pure. Thy holy home 1 
Teach ui to know our Lord, that we 
May call Hi* Father oars through Thee, 
Thou Pledge of glories yet to be ! 

Oh mate our crolTes fweet. 

And let Thy funfliine greet 
Out longing eyes in clouded hoars ! 

Wing Thou our upward flight 

Toward yonder mountain bright. 
Girded about with Zion's golden towers ! 

Forfake u« not when our lalt foe 

Puts forth his ftrength to lay us low. 

Then joyfiil viftoty beflow I 

Let us, while here we dwell. 

This one thought ponder well. 
That in God's likends we are made. 

As o'er a fruitfiil land 

Rich harvelb waving ftand. 
We, ferving Him, bear fruits that never ftde. 

Till Thou in whom all comfort lies. 

Lift us to fields above the flues. 

And bid us bloom in Paradife 1 

ScHMOUx. 1715- 
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MONDAY IN WHITSUN-WEEK. 

Would God that all the Lord'i people were prophett, 
and that the Lord nould put His Spirit upon them I 
• frcn the Legim, 

HOME to Thy lemple here on earth. 
Be Thou my fpirit's gucft, 
I Who giveft UB of mortil birth 
A lecond birth more Uell ; 
Spirit beloved. Thou mighty Lard, 
Who with the Father and the Son 
Reigneft upon an equal throne. 
Art equally adored ! 

Oil enter, let me finl and know 

Thy mighty power within. 
That can alone oar help befiow. 

And refcue us from fin. 
Oh cleanTe my foul and make it white. 

That I with heart unftain'd and truet 

May daily render fervice due. 
And honour Thee aright. 

I wai a wild unfmitfiil vine 

Which Thou fliouldft prune and train; 
Death pierced through all this lift of nunc. 

But Thou tny foe haft flain. 



...Google 



1 14 Usia ffinmanna. 

Thy holy baptifm is his grave. 
He perifties beneath the flood 
Of Hb moft precious death and blood. 

Who died our life to fave. 

Thou art the Spirit who dolt teach 

To pray aright, for all 
Our prayers are heard if Thou befeech. 

Thy fongs tuve'fweeteft iaii. 
They foar on tirclefs winp to heaven. 

They fail not from before God's throne. 
Till all His goodncls we have known 
By whom all help is given. 

Thou art the Spirit of all joy, 

Sadnefs Thou lovcft not; 
Thy comfort beaming from on high. 

Lights up the darkeft lot. 
Ah yes, how many a time of old 

Thy voice hath rapt my foul away. 

To yon bright halla of endlefs day, 
And oped the gates of gold I 

Thou art the Spirit of all love. 

The Friend of tindly lift. 
Thou wouldit not that our hearts Ihould prove 

The pangs of wrath and ftrifc. 
Thou hatell hatred's withering reign. 

In fouls tliat difeord malcth dark 

Dolt Thou rekindle love's bri^t Iptrk, 
And make them one again. 
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On Thee is all thb world uplbid. 

And m Thy hands doth reft ; 
And Thou canfl wayward hearts perfuade 

To turn as feeras Thee beft ; 
Oh therefore give Thy love and peace. 

That they may join in ftrongeft bands 

Long parted foes, and through our lands 
Thefe fad divifiona ccafe. 

Thou art the true, the only Source 

Whence concord cornea to men i 
Oh that Thy power might have free courfe 

And bring us peace again ! 
Oh hear, and ftem this mighty flood 

That o'ei- us death and forrow fpreads ; 

Alas! each day afrefli it flieda 
Like water human blood. 

And let our nation learn to know 
What, and how deep, our fin ; 

Nay, let God's judgments come, if fo 
A £re be lit within 

The hearts that loved themfelves to pleafe ; 
In bitter Oiame now let them bum. 
And loving Thee, repentant fpurn 

Their felfifli worldly eafe. 

Grace for the contrite heart abounds, 

Joy to the fad is given ; 
To ferve God's truth will heal our wnunds. 

And bring us help from heaven ; 
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Lord, for Thine honour's fake, make known 
Thy power, convert the wicked now. 
And teach the hard to weep, for Thoa 

Canll foften fteel and ftone ! 

Arife and make an end of all 

Our heartache, and our pata ; 
Thy wandering flock at lafl recall 

And grant them joy again ; 
To peace and wealth the lands reftore. 

Wafted with lire or plague or fword ; 

Come to Thy ruin'd churches. Lord, 
And bid them bloom once more ! 

The raUrs of our land defend. 
Our fovereign's throne uphold ; 

That he and we may profper, fend 
True wifdom to the old ; 

With piely the young men blcfa. 
And through the nation Ihed abroad 
True virtue and the fear of God, 

A nation's happinefs. 

Fill every heart with holy zeal 

To keep the 6ith unftain'd; 
Let houfe and land Thy blefling feel, 

Wlience all true wealth is gain'd. 
Him who refifts Thy inward powers. 

The Evil Spirit, make Thou flee i 

Whate'er delights Thy heart, would he 
Fain root from out of ours. 
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Give flrong and cheerful hearts to lUnd 

Undaunted in the wars 
That Satan's lierce and might}' band 

Is waging with Thy caufe. 
Help us to fight aa warriors brave. 

That we may conquer in the field. 

And not one ChrilUan man may yield 
His Ibul to fin a Have. 

Order according to Thy mind 

Our life from day to day. 
And when tiiis life mull be retign'd, 

And death has feized his prey. 
When all our days have fleeted by. 

Help us to die with fearlefs fplrit. 

And let us after death inherit 
Eternal lite on high. 

Paul Gerhardt. 
During the Thirty Years' War. 
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TUESDAY IN WHITSUN-WEEK. 

Herebt know ye the Spirit of God. Every fpirit chat 
confelTeth that Jefiu Chrift is come in the flelh is of 
God. — From ikt Leffon. 

gOME, Holy Spirit, God and Lord, 
i Be all Tiiy graces now outpour'd 
J On the believer's mind and foul, 
^ And touch our hearts witli living coal. 
Thy Light this day fhone forth fo clear. 
All tongues and nations gather'd near. 
To learn that &ith, for which we bring 
Glad ptaife to Thee, and loudly ling, 

Hallelujah, Hallelujah ! 

Thou Strong Defence, Thou Holy Light. 
Teach ua to know our God aright. 
And call Him Father from the heart : 
The Word of lift and truth impart, 
'That we may love not doflrines ftrange. 
Nor e'er to other teachers range. 
But Jefus for our Mafter own 
And put our iruft in Him alone- 
Hallelujah, Hallelujah ! 

Thou Sacred Anjour, Comfort Sweet, 

Help ui to wait with ready ftet 
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And niUing heart at Thy commanil. 
Nor trial fright us rrom Thy baud. 
Lord, make ua ready with Thy powers. 
Strengthen the fle/h ra weaker hours. 
That as good warriors we may force 
Through life and death to Thee our courTe. 
Hallelujah, Hallelujah ! 

LiiTHEa. ■534- 
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TRINITY SUNDAY. 
Ahd God faid, Let tu make man in o 



■jOST High and Holy Trinity ! 
Who of Thy mercy mild 
I Hall fbrm'd me here in Time, i 
Thy image and Thy child : 
Oh let me love Thee day and night 
With all my foul, with all my might } 
Oh come, Thyfelf my Ibul prepare. 
And make Thy dwelling ever there ! 

Father ! replenifh with Thy grace 

This longing heart of mine. 
Make it Thy quiet dwelling-place. 
Thy facred inmoft flirine ! 
Forgive that oft my fpirit wean 
Her time and ftrength in trivial cares. 
Enfold her in Thy chai^elefs peace. 
So fhe from all bat Thee may ceafe ! 

O God the Son ! Thy wiflom's light 

On my dark reafon pour; 
Forgave that thing) of fenfe and fight 

Were all her joy of yore { 
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Henceforth let every thought and deed 
On Thee be fix'd. from Thee proceed. 
Draw me to Thee, for I would rife 
Above theTe earthly vanities 1 

O Holy Ghoft ! Thou fire oflove. 

Enkindle with Thy flame my will j 
Come with Thy ftrength. Lord, from above. 
Help me Thy bidding to fiilfil : 
Forgive chat I fo ofi have done 
What I as finiiil ought to Ihun ; 
Let me with pure and quenchlefs fire 
Thy ftvoor and Thyfelf dcfire ! 

Moft High and Holy Trmiiy ! 

Draw me away Jar hence. 
And fix upon eternity 
All powers of Ibul and fenfe ! 
Make me at one within ; at one 
With Thee on earth; when life is done 
Take me to dwell in light with Thee, 
Moft High and Holy Trinity 1 

ANCBLua. i6i;7. 



s^d J, Google 



l^ia (Sennanfta. 



FIRST SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY. 

God is Love . . . and herein h lore, not that we loved 
God, but that He loved us.— Fram tie Efiftle. 

gN wings of faith, ye thoughts, &y hence. 
Roam o'er Eternity's vaft field, 
f Surpals the bounds of time and fenfe. 
And rife 10 Him, who hath reveal'd 
That He is Love ; there paufe, and aweftruck view 
That ancient love with every momit^ new ! 

Ere earth's foundations yet were laid. 

Or heaven's iair roof was fpread abroad. 
Etc man a living foul was made. 
Love ftirr'd within the heart of God ; 
Love fill'd the Jong foturity with good. 
And grace to help at need befide her Aood. 

Twas Love whofe counfcl gave to me 

True life in Chrift Thy only Son, 
Whom Thou haft made our Way to Thee, 
From whom all grace Sows ever dowtt ; 
Whofe facrifice can make ua pure and whole. 
And blcfs and hallow all our inmofi foul. 

Twas Love, that long ere time began, 

That precious name of child beftow'd ; 
That open'd Heaven on earth to man. 
And call'd us finners fons of God ; 
Whole gracious promptings move the Father's hand. 
That on the p^ of life our names may Hand ! 
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Ah happy hours, whene'er uplprings 

My foul to yon Eternal Source, 
Whence the glad river downward Tings, 
Watering with goodnefs all my courle. 
So that each paf&ng day anew I prove 
How tender and how true my Father*! love I 

For what am I ? At His command 

The million creatures of His power 
Start into lile on (ea and land ; 
Oh why fliould God fuch blcfiinga Ihowcr 
On me, who am a leaf that iadeth fall, 
A little fliifting dull before the blaft ! 

1 am not worthy. Lord, that Thou 

Shouldfi fuch companion on me Ihow; 

That He who made the world fliouId bow 

To cheer with love a wretch fo low. 

O Father, I would utterly refign 

Myfelf to Thee ; take me, and make me Thine. 

When ftrength and heart grow feint and fad. 

From battling long with heavy pain. 

Thy fmile ftiincs forth to make me glad. 

Thou crowneft me with joy again ; 

Then I behold Thy Spirit's wondrous power, 

Whofe work is mightieft in our weakeft hour. 

Forth from Thy rich and bounteous ftore 

Life's common blcffings daily flow i 
More than we dare to aUt, far more 
Than we dcferve, doft Thou beftow. 
My heart dilTolves in tears of thankfulnefs. 
To fee how true Thy care, how quick to btels. 
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Nor here alone : hope pierces fer 

Through all the fliades of earth and time j 
Faith mount) beyond the brtheft flar. 
Yon fliining heights Ihe lovei to climb. 
And gazing on eternity behold 
The promifed land, our heritage of old. 

Can I with lovelefs heart receive 

Toluni of love that never ceafef 
Can I be thanklefs Hill, and grieve 
Him who is all my joy and peace ? 
Ah Friend of Man, were I to turn from Thee, 
Myfclfwere furc ray own worft enemy. 

Could I bnt honour Thee aright. 

Noble and fweec my fong ihould be. 
That earth and heaven Jhould learn Thy might. 
And what tny God hath done for me. 
There is no mulic fweet as is Thy name. 
No joy fo deep as pondering o'er Thy fime. 

O heart redeem'd ! thou think'ft it long 

Till the appointed hour be come. 
When thou Ihalc join the angels' fong 
To that Fair Love that brought thee home. 
Have patience, heart ; time hurries fall away. 
Soon flialt thou reach the one Eternal Day. 

J. G. HiRMiutN. 1 747. 
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SECOND SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY. 

Add this is Hii commaDdment ; That we jhould be- 
lieve on the name of His Son Jefus Chnft, and love one 
another, as He gxre us commandment. — Frvm lAt 

EpifiU. 

KEART and heart together bound. 

Seek in God your true repofe, 
I In your love the price be found 
or your Saviour's love and woes ; 
We the members. He the Head, 

He the fun, we beams He Jhowers, 
Brethren by one Mafter led. 
We are His, and He is ours. 

Children of Hij realm draw near. 

Make your covenant llronger ftill. 
From your hearts allegiance fwear 

Unto Him who conqiier'd ill. 
If your bonds are yet too weak. 

If but iragile yet they prove. 
Help from His good Spirit feek 

Who can fteel the cluins of love. 

Only fuch love will fuffice. 
As the love that dwells in Htm, 

Love that from the crols ne'er fliee. 
Love that fpares not life or limb; 
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'Tvns for finners He was JIain, 
'Twas for foea He flied Hia blood. 

That His death for all might gain 
Endlefi life— the Higheft Good. 

Thus. O trueft Friend, unite 

All Thy confcerated band. 
That their hearts be fet aright 

To fulfil Thy iaft command. 
Each mult onward urge his friend. 

Helping him in word and deed. 
Love's bleft pathway to afcend. 

Following on where Thou doll lead. 



Thou who doft command that all 

Praftife love who bear Thy name. 
Wake the dead, new followers call. 

Touch the flothful with Thy flame. 
Let us live, O Lord, at one, 

As Thou with the Father art. 
That through all the world be none 

Of Thy members left apart. 

Then were given what Thou haft fought. 

In the Son were all men freed. 
And the world at Iaft were taught 

That Thy rule is bleft indeed. 
Father of all fouls, we praife 

Thee who ihineft in the Son ; 
Lord, to Thee our hymns we raife. 

Who haft all men to Thee drawn ! 

After ZiHZEKDOKF. 
About 1731. 
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THIRD SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY. 

Cast ill your care upon Him, for He canch for you. 
Fram iJk Eptflh. 

I2HAT within me and without. 
Hourly on my Tpirit weighs, 
[ Burdening heart and Ibul with doubt. 
Darkening all my weary days : 
In it I Whold Thy will, 

God, who giveft reft and peace. 
And my heart is calm and Hill, 
Waiong till Thou fend releafe. 

God ! Thou art my rock of ftrength. 

And my home is in Thine arms. 
Thou wilt fend me help at length. 

And I feel no wild alarms. 
Sin nor Death can pierce the Ihield 

Thy defence has o'er me thrown. 
Up to Thee myfelf I yield. 

And my forrows are Thine own. 

Thou my ftielter from the blaft. 
Thou my ftrong defence art ever } 

Though my forrows thicken M, 
Yet I know Thou leav'ft me never; 
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When my foe puu forth hjg might. 
And woakl tread me in the dull. 

To thia rock I take my flight. 
And I conquer him throng trull. 

When my triala tarry loDg, 

Unto Thee I look and wait. 
Knowing none, though keen and ftrong. 

Can my £uth in Thee abate. 
And this ^th I long have nuril. 

Comes alone, O God, from Thee ; 
Thou my heart didil open firil. 

Thou didft fct thij hope in me. 

ChriHians ! caA on Him your load. 

To your tower of refuge fly j 
Know He is the Uving God, 

Ever to His creature; nigh, 
Seek Hii ever-open door 

In your hours of utmoft need; 
All your hearts before Him pour. 

He will fend you help with fpeed. 

But haft thou fome darling plan. 

Cleaving to the things of earth? 
Leaneftthou for aid on man? 

Thou wiit find him nothing worth. 
Rather truft the One alone 

Whofe is endlefs power and love, 
And the help He gives His own. 

Thou in very deed Ihalt prove. 
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Yea, on Thee, ray God, I rel^ 

Letting Uie float calmly on. 
For I know the kft u belt. 

When the crown of joy u won. 
In Thy might all things I bear. 

In Thy love find bitten fweet. 
And with all my grief and cut 

Sit in patience at Thy feet. 

O my foul, why art ihou vex'd ? 

Let things go as e'en they will ; 
Thoi^h to thee they leem perplex'd, 

Yet His order they fulfil. 
Here He it thy ftrength and guard. 

Power to harm (hee here has none; 
Yonder will He each reward 

For the works he here has done. 

Let Thy mercy's win^ be fpread 

O'er me, keep me cble to Thee, 
In the peace Thy love doth ihed. 

Let me dwell eternally. 
Be ray All; in all I do 

Let me only feek Thy will. 
Where the heart to Thee is true. 

All is peaceful, calm and Itill. 

A. H. Franckb. 1663-1727. 
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FOURTH SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY. 

^I RECKON that the fuSerings of this prefent time are 
not worthy to be compared with the gk>ry that fhall be 
revealed in us. — From iki EpifiU. 

fgOULDST thou inherit life with Chrift 
OD high? 

Then count the cofl, and know 
That here on earth below 

Thou needs muft fuffer with thy Lord and die. 

We reach that gain to which all elle is lofi. 
But through the ctoIs. 

Oh think what forrows Chrift Himlelf has known 1 

The fcom, and anguiOi fore. 

The bitter death He bore. 
Ere He afcended Co His lieavenl^ throne; 
And deemeil thou, thou canA with right compIaiD, 

Whate'er thy pain i 

Not e'en the Iharpeft forrows we can feel. 

Nor keened pangs, we dare 

With ttiat great blifs compare 
When God His glory fliall in us reveal. 
That ftiall endure wheo our brief woes are o'er 

For evennore I 

SuiOH Dach. 1640. 
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FIFTH SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY. 

And who ia he that wiU harm you, if ye b« foUonen 

of that which is good ? But and if ye fufter foi right- 
eoufnela' &ke, happy are ye j and be not aftald of their 
terror, neither be troubled ; but lanftify the Lord God 
in your hearts, — frojn tkt Epiflle. 

KF God be on tnj fide. 

Then Ici who will oppofe. 
For oft ere now to Him I cried. 
And he hath quelJ'd ray foes. 
If Jefus be my Friend, 
If God doth love me well. 
What matters all my foes intend. 
Though flrong they be and fell? 

Here I can firmly reft, 

I dare to boafl of this. 
That God the Higheft and the Beft, 

My Friend and Father is. 

From dangerous fnares He laves. 

Where'er He bids me go 
He checks the Harms and calms the waves. 

That no^ht can work me woe. 

I reft upon tne gruund 
Of Jefus and His blood. 
For 'tis through Him that I have fbnnd 
The True Eternal Good. 
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Nought have I of mine owd. 
Nought in the life I lead. 
What Chrift hath given me, that alone 
Is worth all love Indeed, 

His Spirit in me dvrells. 
O'er all my mind He reigni, 

AU care and Tadnels He difpels, 
And foothes away all paina. - 
He prolpera day by day 
His work within my heart. 

Till I have ftrengch and &ith to fay. 
Thou God my Father art ! 

When weaknefs on mc Ilea, 
And tempo nw to delpair. 

He fpeakcth words and utters fighs 
Of more than mortal prayer ; 
But what no tongue can tell. 
Thou God canfl hear and fee. 

Who readeft in the heart iiill well 
If aught there pleafeth Thee. 

He whifpers in my breaA 

Sweet words of holy cheer. 
How he who leeks in God his reft 

Shall ever find Him near ; 

How God hath built above 

A city &ir and new. 
Where eye and heart ihall fee and prove 

What faith has counted true. 
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There ii prepared on high 

My heritage, my lot ; 
Though here on earth I fink and die. 

My heaven Ihall iail roe not. 

Though liere my day; are dark. 

And oft my tears muft rain. 
Whene'er my Saviour'a Light I mart 

Lo, all is bright ^ain. 

Who joins him to that Lord 
Whom Satan flies and haUs, 

Shall find himfelf defpired, abhon'd. 
For him the bm'den waits 
Of mockery and fliame, 
Heap'd on his guiltlefs head; 

And croflea, trials, cruel blame. 
Shall be his daily bread. 

I knew it long ere now. 

Yet am I not afraid ; 
The God to whom I pledged my vow. 

Will furely fend His aid. 

At colt of all I have. 

At coft of lift -and limb, • 
I clbg to God who yet (hall iiive, 

I will not turn from Him. 

The world may foil and flee. 
Thou Aandcfl hUt for ever. 
Nor fire, nor fword, nor plague, from Thee 
My truffing foul Iball fever. 
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No hanger, and no thirll. 
No poverty or pain. 
Let mighty princes do their worA, 
Shall iHght me back again. 

No joyi that angels know. 

No throne or wide-fpread hmt. 

No love or lo&, no fear or noe. 
No grief of heart or flume- 
Man cannot aught conceive 
Of pleafuTC or of harm. 

That e'er could tempt my foul to leave 
Her refuge in Thine arm. 

My heart Ibr gladnefi fpringa. 

It cannot more be fad. 
For very joy it lai^hs and fings, 

Seea nought but funihine glad. 

The fun that glads mine eyes 

Is Chrill the Lord I love, 
I fing for joy of that vrhich lies 

Stored up for us above. 

Paol Gbrhardt. i6 
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SIXTH SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY. 

Know ye not, (hat To many of lu as were bapti&d into 
Chrift, were baptifed into His death ^— From tki EfiflU. 

zELL for him who all thin^ loTtng, 

E'en himfelf doth count as nought, 

\ Still the one thing needful chooTtng 

That with all [rue blijs is fraught ! 

Well for him who nothing knoweth 
But his God, whoi*e boundlefs lore 

Makes the heart wherein it gloweth. 
Calm and pure as faints above ! 

Well for him who all forfaking 

Walketh not in fliadows vain. 
But the path of peace is taking 

Through this vale of tears and pain I 

Oh that we our hearts might fever 

From earth's tempting vanities. 
Fixing them on Him for ever 

In whom all our fijlnefs lies ! 

Oh that we might Him difcover 
Whom with lonpng love we've fought. 

Joining ua to Him for ever. 
For without Him all is noi^t I 
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Oh that ne'er our eyes might wander 
From our God, fo might we cesfe 

Ever o'er our tins to ponder. 
And our confcience be at peace I 

Thou abyli of love and goodnefg. 
Draw us by Thy croft to Thee, 

That our fenfes, roul and fpirit. 
Ever one with Chiift may be 1 
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SEVENTH SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY. 

OLoRDfhonmaniJbldareThjrnorks; in wUdom liaft 

Thou made them ail ; the eaxth is full of Tliy riclies. 
F/alm civ. 14. 

t(0 fbrth, my heart, and feck delight 
, In all the gifts of God'i great might, 

Thefe pleafani fuminer hours : 
' Looic how the plains tor thee and me 
Have deck'd themfelves moll &ir to tee, 
AH bright and fweet with flowers. 

The trees Hand thick and dark with leaves. 
And earth o'er all her dull now weaves 

A robe of living green; 
Nor Hlk) of Solomon compare 
With glories that the tulips wear. 

Or lilies' fpotlefs fheen. 

The lark loan finging into fpace. 
The dove forlakes her hiding-place. 

And coos the woods among ; 
The richly-gifted nightingale. 
Pours forth her voice o'er hill and dale. 

And floods the fields with fong. 

Here with her brood the ben doth walk. 

There builds and guards his neft the Aork, 

The fleet- wing'd fwallows pais ; 
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The fwift ftag leaves his rocky home. 
And down the light deer boundiag come 
To tafte ihe long rich gnA, 

The brooks rulb gui^Ung through the bud. 
And from the trees on either hand. 

Cool Ihadows o'er them fall j 
The meadows at their fide are glad 
With herds ; and hark I the Ihepherd lad 

Sends forth hi> inirtbfu] call. 

And humming, hovering to and fro. 
The never-wearied Iwanna now go 

To feek their honey'd food; 
And through the vine's yet feeble fhoots 
Stream daily upwards from her roots 

New ftrcngth and juices good. 

The com fprings up, s wealth untold, 
A fight to gladden young and old. 

Who now their voices lift 
To Him who gjves fuch plenteous itore. 
And makes the cup of life ran o'er 

With many a noble gift. 

Thy mighty woitmg, mighty God, 
Wakes all my powers ; I look abroad 

And can no loiter rclt : 
I too muft fing when all things fing, 
And from my heart the praiJes rii^ 
The Higheft loveth beO. 
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I think. Art Thou fo good to ui. 
And fcatterelt joy and beauty thus 

O'er this poor eanh of oun ; 
What nobler glories fhall be given 
Hereafter in Thy Ihining heaven. 

Set ronnd with golden towers t 

What thrilling joy when on our fight 
ChriA's garden beams in cloud lefa light. 

Where sll the air ta fweet. 
Still laden with the unwearied hyntn 
From all the thoufand feraphim 

Who God's high praift repeat ! 

Oh were I there ! Oh that I now. 
Dear God, before Thy throne could bow. 

And bear my heavenly palm I 
Then like the angels would I raife 
My voice, and fmg Thy eodlefs praile 

In many a fweet- coned pfalm. 

Nor can I now, O God, forbear. 
Though Ml this mortal yoke I wear. 

To uiter oft Thy name ; 
Bnt Hill my heart is bent to fpeak 
Thy prailea ; lUll, though poor and weak. 

Would I Thy love proclaim. 

But help me ; let Thy heavenly Ibowen 
Revive and btefa my fainting power). 
And let me thrive and grow 
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Beneath the rnmmer of Thy grace. 

And frma of ikith bud forth apace 

While yet I dwell below. 

And let me. Lord, in Faradife 

When I have bloom'd beneath thefc (kies 

Till ray Mleaf is flown ; 
Thu* let me ferve Thee here in time. 
And after, in that happier clime. 

And Thee, my God, alone ! 

Paul Gerhardt. 1659. 
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EIGHTH SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY. 

Skethreh, we are debtors, not to the flcfh, to live after 
the flcfh. For if yc live after the flelh, je fliall die ; bat 
if jre through the Spirit do mortily the deeds of the bod^, 
ye IhaU Uve.— fwB lie EpifiU. 

I GOD, O Spirit, Light of oil that lire. 
Who doll on OS that fit in dukiid* 

flUDC, 

' Our darlmelj ever with Thy I^ht doth 

Jn vain Thou Jur*!! us with Thj- beanu divine ; 
Yet none, O Spirit, from Thine eye can hide. 
Gladly will I Thy fearching glance abide. 

Search all my hidden parts, whate'er impure 

Thy Light difcoven there, do Thou dellroy ; 
The bittereft pain I willmgly endnre. 
Such pain is Ibllow'd by eternal joy ; 
Thou'lt cleanfe me from my ftains of darlieft hue. 
And in Chrift's image form my foul anew. 

I cannot ftay the venom'd power of fin, 

Ta Thy anoiniii^ only can avail; 
Oh mate my fpirit new and right within. 
Without Thee aD my utmoft effi>rts &il. 
Life to my cold dead foul I cannot give. 
Be Thou my life, fo only Ihall I live. 
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O Breach from out the Eternal Silence, blow 

AH foftly o'er my fpiric'a barren ground. 
The precious fiilnels of my God beflow. 
That where erft fin and fliarae alone were found. 
Faith, love, and holy reverence may iiplpring. 
In fpirit and in truth to worfliip God our King. 

Oh let my thoughts, my a£Uona and my will 

Obedient folely to Thy Impnlfe move. 
My heart and fenfes keep Thou blametefs ftill, 
Piz'd and abforb'd Ji; God'» UDUitcr'd love. 
Thy praying, teaching, ftriving, in my heart. 
Let me not quench, nor make Thee to depart. 

Fount, O Spirit, who doft take and (how 
Things of the Son to us, who cryftal dear 

From God's throne and the Limb's doll ceafeiefs 
flow 
Into the quiet hearts that feek Thee here, 
I open wide my mouth, and thtrlling fink 
Befide Thy {tream, its living waves to drink. 

1 give myfelf to Thee, to Thee alone. 
From all elfe funder'd. Thou art ever near. 

The creature and myfelf I all difown. 
Trailing with inmoll &ich that God is here ! 
O God, O Spirit, Light of Uft, we fee 
None ever wait in vain, who wait for Thee. 

TERn-BEGBN. 1 73 1. 
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NINTH SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY. 

How long halt ye between two opiniom f If the Lord 
be God, follon Him ; but if Baal, then foUon him. 
From the Leffoa. 

'2HY' halt thus, O deluded heart. 
Why waver longer in thy choice ? 
I Is it fo hard to choofe the part 

Offer'd by Heaven's entreating voice ? 
Oh look with clearer eyes again. 
Nor ftrive to enter in, in vain. 

Prela OD ! 

Remember, 'tis not Clfar's throne. 
Nor earthly honour, wealth or might. 

Whereby God's Ikvour fhall be fliown 
To him who conquers in this fight ; 

Himfelf and an eternity 

Of blifs and reft He offers thee. 

Prefs on ! 

God crowneth no divided heart ; 

To Him oh hallow all thy life ! 
Who bveth Jefus but in part. 

He works himfelf much pain and ftri&. 
And gains what he dererveth well. 
Here conflift, and hereafter hell. 

Pre&oQl 
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Who wreftling long, with many a cry. 
Can bid Crewel! at lalt to all. 

Yet ever lovet the Lord moft High, 
Loves Him alone whate'er befall. 

Is counted worthy of the crown. 

And on a Idngly throne fet down. 
PiefionI 



Then break the rotten bond* away 
That hinder you your race to mn. 

That make you linger oft and (lay ; 
Oh be your courie afreOt began I 

Let no falfe reft your foul deceive. 

Up ! 'da a Heaven ye muft achieve I 
PreT) on ! 

Omnipotence b on your fide, 

And Wifdom watches o'er your heads. 
And God Himfelf will be your guide 

So ye bnt follow where He leads ; 
How many gnided by His hand. 
Have reach'd ere now their &ther-knd 1 
Prefgont 

Nor let the body doll the fonl, 
Ita weaknefs, fears, and floth defpife j 

Man toils and roams from pole to pole 
To gain fome earthly fleeting prize. 

The Higheft Good he Httie carea 

To win, or ftriving foon delpain. 
Prelson! 
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Oh help each other, haften on. 

Behold the goal is nigh at hand ; 
The battle-field Oiall foon be won. 

Your King Ihall Toon before you Hand ! 
To calmeft relt He leads you now. 
And fets His crown apon your brow. 
Prefton! 

Lbhr. 1733. 
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TENTH SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY. 

As the hart panteth after the water brooks, even fo 
pantetb my foul after Thee, O God.— P/alm zlii. i. 

I GOD, I ]ong Thy Light to fee, 
I M7 God, I hourly think on Thee ; 
f Oh draw me up, nor hide Thy fact, 
' But help me IVom Thy holy place. 

As toward her fun the funflower turns. 
Towards Thee, my Sun, my fpirit yearns ; 
Oh would that free from fin I might 
Thus follow evermore Thy Ijghtl 

But Gn hath fo within me wrought. 
Such deadly ftcknefs on me brought. 
My languid foul fits drooping here 
And cannot reach the heavenly fphere. 

Ah how fliall I my freedom win? 
How break this heavy yoke of fin t 
My Minting fpirit thirfts for Thee, 
Come, Lord, to help and fet me free. 

My heart is fet to do Thy will. 
But all my deeds are faulty flill ; 
My bell attempts are nothing worth. 
But foil'd with cleaving taint of earth. 
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Remember that I am Thy child. 
Forgive whate'er my foul defiled, 
filoi ont my fins, that I may rife 
Freely to Thee beyond the Bties. 

Help me to love the world no more, 
Be Mailer of my houfe and ftore. 
The fhield of faith around me throw. 
And break the arrows of my foe. 

Fain would my heart henceforward be 
Fix'd, O my God, alone on Thee, 
That heart and foul by Thee poflell, 
May find in Thee their perfea reft. 

Begone, ye pleafures falfe and vain, 
Untalled, undefired remain ! 
In heaven alone chofe joys abound. 
Where all my true delight is found. 

Oh take away whate'er has Aood 
Between me and the Highefi Good ; 
I ajk no belter boon than thta. 
To find in God my only blifs. 

Amton Ulrich, 
Duke of Bnlnrwick, 1667 
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ELEVENTH SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY. 

In Th; pitCtnct is fiilncls of joy ; at Thy right hand 
(here are pleafures for evermore. — PJalm xvi. ii. 

I FRIEND of fouls, how well is me, ■ 
Whene'er Thy love my (pirit calms! 
I From forrow'a dungeon forth I fiee. 
And hide me in Thy ihelt'ring arms. 
The night of weeping flics away 
Before the heart-reviving ray 

Of love, that beams from out Thy breaft j 
Here is my heaven on earth begun ; 
Who were not joyful had he won 
In Thee, O God, his joy and reft ! 

The world may call herfelf my foe. 

So be it; for I truft her not. 
E'en though a fiiendiy face fhe fliow. 

And with her bounties heap my lot. 
In Thee alone will I rejoice. 
Thou art the Friend, Lord, of my choice. 

For Thou art true when frlendftiips 6il ; 
'Mid ftorms of woe Thy truth it ftill 
My anchor ; hate me aa it will. 

The world fliall o'er me ne'er prevail. 

Through deferis of the crofs Thou leadeft, 
I follow leaning on Thy hand ; 
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From out the cloudi Thy child Thou feedeft. 

And giv"!! him water from the fand, 
I know Thy wondrous ways will end 
In love and blcffing. Thou true Friend, 

Enough if Thou ait ever near ! 
I know, whom Thou wilt glorify. 
And raife o'er fun and ftars on high. 

Thou lead'ft through depths and darknefs here. 

To others Death feema dark and grim. 

But not. Thou Life oflife, to me; 
I know Thou ne'er fbrfakeft him 

Whofe heart and fpirit reft in Thee. 
Oh who would fear his journey's ciofe. 
If from dark woods and lurking foes. 

He then found fafety and releaie i 
Nay, rather with a joyful heart 
Prom this dark region I depart 

To Thy eternal light and peace. 

O Friend of fouls, then well indeed 

Is me, when on Thy love I lean ! 
The world, nor pain, nor death I heed. 

Since Thou, my God, my joy haft been. 
Oh let this peace that Thou haft given. 
Be but a fotetaftc of Thy heaven. 

For goodnefs infinite is Thine. 
Hence, worid, with all thy flattering toys ! 
In God alone lie all my joys j 

Oh rich delight, my Friend is mine ! 

Dbszler. 169Z. 
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TWELFTH SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY. 



Not thai we are fufficient of ourlelves to think anythmg 
as of ourfelves, but our Cu&dencf is of God. — Frem lAi 

EpiftU. 

2H0 fecks in weaknefi an eicufc, 

Hia fins will vanquifti never j 
\ Unlefs he heart and mind Tcnews, 

'e is deceived for ever. 
The ftrait and narrow way. 
That fliines to perfeA day, 
He hath not found, hath never trod ; 
Little he knows, I ween, 
What prayer and conflid mean 
To one who hath the light of God. 

In what the world calls weaknefs lurks 

The very Ilrength of evil. 

Full mightily it helps the works 

Of our great foe the devil. 

Awake, my foul, awake. 

Thy refuge quickly take 
With Him, the Almighty, who can fave ; 

One look from Chrift thy Lord 

Can fever every cord 
That binds thee now, a wretched Have. 
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Know, the firft Itep in Cbrilliaii lore 

la 10 (depart from fin ; 
True tilth will leave the world no more 
A place thy heart within. 
Thy Saviour's Spirit firft 
The heavy bonds moft burft. 
Wherein Death bound thee in thy need ; 
Then the freed fpirit knows 
What ftrength He gives to thofe 
Who with their Lord are rifen indeed. 

And what Thy Spirit, Lord, be^n 

Help Thou with inner might ! 
Earth has no better gift for man 
Than ilrength and love of right. 

Oh make Thy followers juft 

Who look to Thee in truft. 
Thy ftrength and juftice let us know j 

Our fouls through Thee would wear 

The power of grace, moft feir 
Of all the jewels &ith can ftiow. 

Strong Son of God, break down Thy foes. 

So fliall we conquer ours ; 
Strong in the might from Thee that flows. 
We mourn not lack of powers. 

E'er fince that ftom above. 

The witncfs of Thy love 
Thy Spirit came, and doth abide 

With us, difpelling fear 

And falfehood, that we here 
May fight and conquer on Thy fide. 
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Give ftrcDgth, whene'er out ftrength muft fi:l ; 

Give ftrength the flefh to curb ; 
Give ftrength when craft and tin prevail 
To weaken and diftnrb. 

The world doth lay her Cnatea 
To catch 03 unawares. 
Give ftrength to fweep them all away ; 
So in our utmoft need. 
And when death comes indeed. 
Thy ftrei^h fliall be our perfect fiay. 

Makpbrcbk. ijij- 
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THIRTEENTH SUNDAY AFTER 
TRINITY. 

Then Henkiab received the letter of the hands of the 
melTengeTs, and read it, and Heiekiah ncni up into the 
houfe of the Lord, and fpread it before the Lord. — From 
lie L^tn. 

BEAVE God to order all thy ways. 

And hope in Him whate'er betide, 
i Thou'lt find Him in the evil days 
Thy all-rufficientftrength and guide ; 
Who truft* in God's unchanging love. 
Builds on the rock that noiighi can move. 

What can thefe anxious cares avail, 
Thefe never-ceafing moans and (ighs i 

What can it help us to bewail 
Bach painfiil moment as it fliei i 

Our crofi and trials do but prefs 

The heavier for our bitternefs. 

Only thy refllefs heart keep fttll. 
And wait in cheerful hope; content 

To take whate'er His gracious will, 
Hi» all-difceming love hath fent; 

Nor doubt our inmofl wants are known 

To Him who chofe us for His own. 
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He knows when joyful houra are bel^ 
He fends them as He fees it meet; 

When thou haft borne the fiery teft. 
And now art freed from alt deceit 

He comes to thee all unaware. 

And makes thee own His loving care. 

Nor in the heat of pain and ftrife. 

Think God hath cafl ihcc off unheard. 

And that the man, whofe profperous life 
Thou cnvieft, is of Him prefcrrM ; 

Time paflea and much change doth bring. 

And feis a bound 10 everything. 

All are alike before Hia hce } 

'Tis eafy to our God moft High 
To make the rich man poor and bafe. 

To give the poor man wealth and joy. 
True wonders lUlI by Him are wrought. 
Who fetceth up, and brings to nought. 

Sing, pray, and fwerve not from His ways. 
But do thine own part iaithfiilly, 

Truft His rich promilei of grace. 
So fhall they be fiilfill'd in thee ; 

God never yet forfook at need 

The foul that trufted Him indeed. 

NstJMARCK. t6$$. 
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FOURTEENTH- SUNDAY AFTER 

TRINITY. 

And they that ar« Chri(t'« have crucified the fldh with 
the alFe£tions and lufts. — From tht E^ftlt. 

\ CROSS, we hail thy bitter reign, 

O come, thoo well-beloved gueft ! 

( Whofe foreft fufferings work not pain, 

Whofe heavieft burden b but reft. 

For is not our Redeemer bound 

In clofeft ties of love to ihole 
Who Imithlul to the crols are found. 

Through ceaTelels cean, through faddeft woes? 

Hark, the confcflbrs of the fiith 

Yet of their crofa and fetters boaft; 
All faints have borne it to the death, 

With all the martyrs' radiant holt. 

Pledge of our glorious home afsirl 
Thee, Holy Sign, with joy we take. 

Sign of a peace life could not mar. 
Of jult content death could not fhake : 

The S^ how Truth, onee crucified. 
Now throned in majeAy doth reigUi 
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How Love b blefs'd and glorified. 
That here on earth was mock'd and flain. 

Their names are writ in words of Jighi 
Who here on earth their Lord conM; 
. They hear the bridegroom's cry at n^ht. 
Come to my marriage feali, ye blelt ! 

Who then would feint, nor join to fliare 
In Chrift's reproach, in want or pain i 

The bitterefl death who would not dare f 
Who fears a martyr's crown to gain ? 

Up, Brethren of the Crofs! and halle 
Where Chrifl our Head hath gone before ! 

We hymn His praife the while we tafte 
The fliame and death He fometlme bore. 

Id bonds and Ibipes, in falfelt blame. 
Our crown, our deareft wealth we fee, 

A dungeon were a throne, and (hame 
Our chiefcft glory, borne for Thee. 

What though the world on us may fling 
Its fcorti, and oft we ftrlve with death. 

The holy angels fpeed to bring 
Our help and Ilrength, our viAor's wreath. 

Up, quit the gates where fin abides. 
From earth's doom'd dties quiclily come. 

Yon eaftem Star fiill furely guides 
All pilgrims to their Father's home. 

GoTTUi. 1097. 
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FIFTEENTH SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY. 

Thbrepoilb lake no thought, laying. What fhall we 
eat, or what Ihall ne drink . . for jour Heavenly Fathei 
knoneth that ye have need of all thefe things.^From 

lie Gojpel. 

J\E thou content ; be Itill before 

His face, u whole right hand doth reign 
I Fulnefs of joy for evermore. 

Without whom all thy toil ia vain. 
He ii thy living Tprlng, thy fun, whofc rays 
Make glad with life and light thy dreary days. 
Be thou content. 

In Him is comfort, light and grtce. 

And changelefs love beyond our thought ; 
The foreft pang, the worlt difgrace. 
If He is there, Ihall harm thee not. 
He can lift off thy crofs, and'loofe thy bands. 
And calm thy fears, nay, death is in His hands. 
Be thou content. 

Or art thou fricDdlefs and alone. 

Haft none in whom thou canft confide i 
God careth for thee, lonely one. 
Comfort and help will He provide. 
He fees thy forrows and thy hidden grief. 
He knoweth when to fend thee quick relief j 
Be thou content. 
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Thy heart's unfpoken pain He knows. 
Thy fecret fighs He hears full well. 
What to none elfe thou dar'ft difclofe. 
To Him thou mayll with boldnels telli 
He is not far away, but ever nigh. 
And anfwereth willingly the poor man's cry. 
Be ihou content. 

Be not o'cr-mafter'd by thy pain. 

But cling to God, thou fhalt not &11 ; 
The floods fweep over thee in vain. 
Thou yet fliak rife above them all j 
For when thy trial feems too hard to bear, 
Lo ! God, thy King, hath granted all thy prayer : 
Be thou content. 

Why art thou fiitl of anxious ^r 

How thou flialc be fiilUin'd and fed i 

He who hath made and placed thee here. 

Will give thee needful daily bread ; 

Canft thou not truft His rich and bounteous hand. 

Who feeds all living things on fea and land i 

Be thou content. 

He who doth teach the little birds 

To find their meat in field and wood. 

Who gives the countlefs flocks and herds. 

Each day their needful drink and food. 

Thy hunger too will furely fatisfy. 

And all thy wants in His good lime fupply. 

Be thou content. 
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Sayft ihou, I know not how or where. 

No help I fee where'er I turn ; 
When of all elfe we moft defpair. 
The riche* of God's love we learn ; 
When thou and I Hia hand no longer trace. 
He leads m forth into a pleaTanc place. 

Be thou content. 

Though long His promifed aid delay. 

At lall ii will be furely fent : 
Though thy heart finlc in fore difmay. 
The trial for thy good is meant. 
What we have won with pains we hold more iaft. 
What tarrielh long ia fweeter at the Iaft. 
Be thon content. 

I^y not to heart whatever of ill 

Thy foes may falfely fpeak 6f thee. 
Let man defame thee as he will, 
God hears, and judga righteoufly. 
Why Oiouldft thou fear, if God be on thy fide, 
Man's cruel anger, or malicious pride? 

Be thou concent. 

We know for us a reft remains. 

When God will give us fweet releafe 
From earth and all our mortal chains. 
And turn our fufferings into peace. 
Sooner or later death will furely come 
To end oar forrows, and to take us home ; 
Be thou content. 
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Home to the chofen ones, who here 

Served their Lord fidthfully and well. 
Who died in peace, without a fear. 
And there in peace for ever dwell ; 
The Everlafting is their joy and ftay. 
The Eternal Word Himfelf to them doth fay. 
Be thou content! 
Pavl Gerhardt. 1670. 
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SIXTEENTH SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY. 

And when the Lord faw her. He had compalTioi) on 
her and faid unto her. Weep not i~Fn>m lit GoJ^l, 

BEAVE aU to God. 
. Forfaken one, and ftay thy tears ; 
For the Htgheft knows ^y pain. 
Sees thy iufferings and thy fear* ; 
Thou (halt not wait His help in vain, 
I^ve all to God. 

Be fiill and trnft ! 
For His Ilrokes are Arolces of love. 
Thou muft for thy prolit bear; 
He thy filial fear would move, 
Tnifl thy Father's loving care, 
. Be ftill and trull ! 

Know, God ts near ! 
Though thou think Him i^r away. 

Though His mercy long have flept, 
ITe will come and not delay, 

When His child enough hath wept. 
For God is near ! 

Oh teach Him not 
When and how lo hear thy pmyert { 
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Never doth our God ibi^t. 
He the.crofs who longell bean 
Finds his forrows' bounds are fet. 
Then teach Him not. 

If thou love Him, 
Walking truly in His ways. 

Then no trouble, crols or death. 
E'er fhall lilence ^th and praife ; 
All things lerve thee here beneath, 
IF thou love God! 

Anton Uluch, 
Duke of Bninfnick. 1667 
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SEVENTEENTH SUNDAY AFTER 

TRINITY. 

I BfiSEECEi you that ye ivalk ivorthy of the vocation 
therewith ye are called, nith all lowlinels and meek- 
nels, with long fulFcring, forbeariDg one another in love ; 
endeavouring to keep Che unity of liie fpirit in the bond 
of peace. — From tkt EpifiU. 

Some, brethren, let us go! 
The evening clofeth round, 
'Tis perilous to linger here 
' On this wild defert ground. 
:, towards eternity 
Prefs on from llrengch lo itrength. 
Nor dread your journey's loili nor length. 
For good \a end fhall be. 

We fhall not rue our choice, 
Though ftraight our path and fleep. 
We know that He who call'd us here 
His word fhall ever keep. 
Then follow, tnifting ; come. 

And let each fet his face 

Toward yonder ^r and bleiled place, 
IttKnt to reach our home. 

The body and the houft 
Deck not, but deck the bean 
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With all your powers; we are but guelh. 

Ere long we muft depart. 

Eafe brings difeafe ; content 
Howe'er hi) lot may fall, 
A pilgrim bears and bows to all, 

For foon the time a (pent. 

Come, children, let m go! 

Our Father is our guide ; 
And when the way grows Ileep and dark. 

He Journeys at our fide. 

Our fpirits He would cheer. 
The funfhine of His love 
Revives and helps us as we rove. 

Ah, bleft our lot e'en here I 

Each haften bravely on. 
Not yet our goal is near ; 
Look to the fiery pillar oft. 
That tells the Lord is here. 
Your glances onward fend. 

Love beckons us, nor think 

That they who following chance to fink 
Shall mifi their journey's end. 

Come, children, let us go ! 

We travel hand in hand i 
Each in his brother finds hit joy 

In this wild flranger land. 

As children let us be. 
Nor by the way &11 out. 
The angels guard us round about. 

And help us brotherly. 
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The llrong be quick to raiTe 
The weaker when (hey fall ; 
Let love and peace and patience bloom 
In ready help for all. 
In love yet elofer bound. 
Each would be leaft, yet ftill 
On love's fair path molt pure from il^ 
Moft loving, would be found. 

Come, wander on with joy. 
For ftiorter grows the way. 
The hour that frees m from the flefli 
Draws nearer day by day. 
A little truth and love, 

A little courage yet. 

More free from earth, more apt to let 
Your hopes on things above. 

It will not iafl for long, 

A little farther roam ; 
It will not laft much longer now 

Ere we fliall reach our home ; 

There ftlall we ever reft. 
There with our Father dwell. 
With al! the faints who ferved Him well. 

There truly, deeply bleft. 

For this all things we dare, — 
•Tia worth the riJk I trow, — 
Renouncing all that clogs our couilei 
Or weighs us down below. 
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O world, thou art too rmall. 

We feek 'another higher. 

Whither Chrift guides us ever nigher. 
Where God is all \n all. 

Friend of our perfefl choice. 
Thou Joy of all that live. 
Being that know'ft not chance or change. 
What courage doll Thou give 1 
All beauty. Lord, we fee. 
All blif* and lile and love. 
In Him in whom we live and move. 
And we are gUd in Thee 1 

Tbutbecen. 1 7 
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EIGHTEENTH SUNDAY AFTER 
TRINITY. 

Waiting for the coming ofourLord JerusChrift,nho 
fball alfo confirm you unto the end, — Frata thi Efi/llt, 

;5 HOUGH di to Thee were faithleft, 

I yet were true, my Head, 
J To fhow that love a deathlcTs, 
From earth not wholly fled. 
Here didll Thou live in fadnels. 

And die in pain for me, 
For this I give with gladnels 
My heart and foul to Thee. 

I could weep n^hi tnd morning 

That Thou haft died, and yet 
So few will heed Thy naming. 

So many Thee forget. 
O loving and true-hearted. 

How much for us didft Thou ! 
Yet a Thy fame departed. 

And none regards it now. 

But (till Thy love befriends iib> 

Of every heart the guide ; 
Unfailing help it lends us. 

Though all had tum'd ofide. 
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Oh ! fuch love foon or later 

Muft conquer, muft be felt. 
Then at Thy feet the traitor 

In bitter tears fliall melt. 

Lord, I have inly found Thee, 

Depart Thou not from me. 
But wrap Thy love around me. 

And keep me dole to Thee. 
Once too my brethren, yonder 

Upgizjng where Thou art. 
Shall learn Thy love with wonder. 

And linit upon Thy heart. 

NovALis. 

About 1795. 
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NINETEENTH SUNDAY AFTER 

TRINITY. 

But jrehavenotrolcarocdChrill; if fo be that ye hare 
heard Him, and have been taught by Him, an the truth 
is in Jefiis : that ye put off, concerning the former con- 
verfation, the old man, which b corrupt according to 
the deceitful lufts ; and be renewed in the Ipiritof your 
mind ; and that ye put on the new man, which after 
God !s created in righteoulhers and true holineli. — Frani 
the Epi/iU. 

(BH well for him who all things braves, 
A foldier of the Lord to be, 
I Whom vice counts not among her llavea. 
From envy, pride, and paflion free ; 
Who wars againfi [he world of fin 
Withoat him, and felf-will within. 

Who follows Chrift whate'er betide 

Is worthy of a foldier's name ; 
Is He thy Way, thy Light, thy Guide, 

'TIS meet thou alfo bear His Oiame ; 
Who (hrinks from dark Gethfemanc, 
Shall Tabor") glories never fee. 

What profits it that Chrift hath deign'd 
To wear our mortal nature thus. 

If we ourfelves have ne'er attain'd 
That God reveal Himfelf in us i 
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The pure and vtr^n foul alone 
He choofeth for His earthly throne. 

What profit) it that ChriA is bom. 
And bringeth childhood back to men, 

Unlers our long-loft right we mourn. 
And win through penitence again. 

And lead a God-like life on earth. 

As children ofthe fccond birth i 

What profits all that Chrift hath taught. 

If man b Have to reaTon ftill. 
And worldly wildom, honour, thought. 

Rule all his afls, and move his will i 
He follows what his Lord doth teach 
Who true denial of felf would reach. 

What profit us His deeds and liic. 
His meeknels, love To quick to blefs. 

If we give place to pride and ftrife, 
Dilhonouring thus His holinefs 1 

What profits it, if for reward. 

And not in fiuth, we call Him Lord i 

What profits us His agony. 
If we endure not pain and fcomf 

Tis combat brings forth viflory, 
Of forrow (wecleft joys are bora j 

And ne'er to him Cbrift's crown is given. 

Who hath not here with Adam ftriven. 

What profit ye His death and crcds, 
Unlcfi to fclfye olTo die? 
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Ye love your life to find it lofa. 

Afraid the flefli to crucify. 
Wouldft live to this world ftill i Then know. 
His death to thee is barren Ihow. 

What profit that He loofed and broke 
All bonds, if ye in league remain 

With earth? Who weareth Saun's yoke 
Shall call Him MaAer but in vain. 

Count ye the foul for reconciled. 

Yet Have to earth, by fin defiled i 

What profits it that He is rifen. 
If dead in fins thou vet dotl lie? 

If yet thou cleaveft to thy prifon. 
What profit that He dwells on high? 

His triumph will avail thee nought. 

If thou haft ne'er the battle fought. 

Then live and taffei, do and bear. 
As Chrift thy pattern here hath done. 

And feek His innocence to wear. 
That He may count thee of His own. 

Who loveth Chrift cares but to win 

New triumphs o'er the world of fin. 

Amm. 



■tSa^ 



:8d J, Google 



'Sgra (SecmanJitL 



TWENTIETH SUNDAY AFfER 
TRINITY. 

SiNOiNO and making melody in your heart unto the 

Lord i giving thanks always for all things unto God 

and the Father, in the name of our Lord Jefus Chiift. 

From iht Efjfllt. 

8 H would I had a thoufand tongues. 

To found Thy praife o'er land and Tea ! 
I Oh ! rich and fweei Ihould be my fongs. 
Of all my God haa done for me ! 
With tbankfulnefs my heart mull often fwell. 
Bat mortal lips Thy praifei &intly tell. 

Oh that my voice could &r rcfound 

Up to yon (Ian that o'er me Ihine I 

Would that my blood for joy might bound 

Through every vein while life ia mine! 

Would that each pulfe were gratitude, each breath 

A fong to Him who keeps me lafe from death 1 

O all ye powers of foul and mind, 

Arifc, keep filence thus no more ; 
Put forth your Hrength, and ye Oiill find 
Your nobleft work is to adore. 
O Ibul and body, make ye pure and meet. 
With heartfelt pnuTe your God and Lord to greet 
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Yc little leaves fo frefli and green. 

That dance for joy in rummer air, 
Ve llender grafles, bright and keen. 
Ye flowers To wondrous fweec and lair ; 
Ye only for your Maker's glory live. 
Help me, for all His love, meet prajfc to g^ve. 

O all ye living-things that throng 

With breath and motion earth and Iky, 
Be ye companions in my fong. 
Help me to raile His prailes high ; 
For my unaided powers are tar too weak 
The glories of His mighty works to fpeak. 

And firft, O Father, praiTe to Thee 

For all I am and all I have. 
It wa* Thy merciful decree 
That all thofe bleflings richly gave. 
Which o'er the earth arc fcatter'd iar and near. 
To help and gladden m who fojourn here. 

And, deareft Jefus, bleft be Thou, 

Whofe heart with pity overflows. 
Thou rich in help I who deign'dft to bow 
To earth, and tafte her keeneA woea ; 
Thy death has burft my bonds and fet me free. 
Has made me Thine ; henceforth I cling to Thee. 

Nor lets to Thee, O Holy Ghoft, 

Be everlafting honoors paid. 
For all Thy comfort. Lord, and moft 

That I a child of life am made 



Cioogic 



174 'X'Sni CEmnaniCH. 

By Thy deep lore j my good deed* are not mine. 
Thou woHceft them ihrougJi me, O Light Divine. 

Yes, Lord, through all my changing days. 

With each new Icene afrefli I mark 

How Wondroufly Thou giiid'ft my ways. 

Where all feems troubled, wilder'd, dart ; 

When dangers thicken &ft, and hopes depart. 

Thy light beams comfort on my linking heart 

Shall I not then be lili'd wiih joy, 

Shall I not praife Thee evermore i 
Triumphant fongs my lips employ. 
E'en when my cup of woe runs o'er ; 
Nay, though the heavens fliodd vanifh as a fcroll, 
Noihing fliall fhake or daunt my tnifting foul. 

But of Thy goodnefs will I ling 

As long as I have li& and breath, 
Ofieringi of thanks I'll daily bring 
Until my heart is Itill in death; 
And when at lafi my lips grow pale and cold. 
Yet in my fighs Thy praifes fhaU be told. 

Father, do Thou in mercy deign 

To liften to my earthly lays ; 
Once fhall I learn a nobler llrain. 
Where angels ever hymn Thy praife. 
There in the radiant choir T too (hall ling 
Loud hallelujahs to my glorious King. 

Mentzer. 1704. 
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TWENTY-FIRST SUNDAY AFTER 

TRINITY. 

Bfi ftrong in the Lord, aud in the power of Hin might. 
Put on the whole armour of God, that ye may be able 
to ftand againit the wiles of the devil. For we nrelile 
not againit flelh and blood, but againd principalities, 
againft powen, againll the rulers of tbe darknels of this 
world, againft Ipintual wiclcednelk iu high places. — From 
tie Epiflle. 

f SURE ftronghold our God b He, "^ 

A trufty fhteld and weapon ; 
' Our help He'll be and fet us free 
From every ill can happen. 
That old malicious foe 
Intends us deadly woe; 
Arai'd with the ftrength of hell 
And deepeA craf[ as well. 
On earth 'a not his fellow. 

Through our own force we nothing can. 

Straight were wc loft for ever j 
But for us fights the proper Man, 

By God fent to deliver. 
Aife ye who this may be? 
Chrift Jcfus named is He, 
OfSabaoih theLord; 
Sole God to be adored ; 
Tis he muft win the battle. 
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And were the world with devils fill'd. 

All eager to devour ua. 
Oar fouls to fear fhould little yield. 

They cannot overpower us; 
Their dreaded Prince no more 
Can harm us aa of yore ; 
Look grim as e'er he may, 
Doom'd is hi) ancient fwayj 
A word can overthrow him. 

Still Ihall they leave that Word His might. 
And yet no thanks fhall merit; 

Still is He with us in the fight. 
By Hb good gifts and Spirit. 

E'en Ihoutd they cake our life. 

Goods, honour, children, wife — 

Though all of thefe be gone. 

Yet nothing have they won, 

God's kingdom ours abideth ! 

Ltmin. 1530. 
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TWENTY-SECOND SUNDAY AFTER 
TRINITY. 

T»u«T in the Lord with all thine heart, and lean not 
unto thine own underftanding. — Frem tie Ltffim. 

gOW bleft to all Thy followers. Lord, the 

By which Thou lead'll them on, yet 
oft how ftrange ! 
But Thou in all doft reek oar liighcA good. 
For Truth were true no longer, couldft Thou 
change. 
Though crooked feem the paths, yet are they ftraight. 
By which Thou draw'ft Thy children up to Thee, 
And paJHog wonders by the way they fee. 
And learn at lall to own Thee wile and great. 

No human laws can bind Thy Spirit, Lord, 

That reafon or opinion frame for us ; 
The tnot of doubt u fever'd by Thy fword. 

Or liils unravell'd if Thou willeft thus. 
The ftrongeft bonds are weak to Thee, O God, 

All finks and &ib that would Thy coorTe oppofe ; 

Thy lighten word can quell Thy ftouttft foes. 
And defert piths luv by Thy foodieps trod. 
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What human prudence fondly ftrive* to bind. 
Thy wifdom fUnden hr as eafl from weft ; 

Who long beneath the yoke of man have pined. 
Thy hand ezalieih high above the reft. 

The world would fcalter. Thou doft union give ; 
She breaks. Thou buildeft ; what Ihe build* is made 
A ruin'd heap ; her light is nought but fliade ; 

Her dead Thy Spirit calls to rife and live. 

Is there an aft our reafon would applaud l 

Lo ! in Thy book haft Thou the example gjven ; 

But him whom none as wife and pious laud. 
Thou often lead'fi in fecret up to Heaven, 

As Thou didft leave the Pharifee, to go 

■ And eat with finners whom all elfe forfook. 
Who can fearch out Thy purpofes, or look 

Into the abyfa of wifdom whence they flow ( 

Our all, O God, is nothing in Thine eyes. 
Our nothing Thou regardeft oft with love ; 

Glory and pomp of words Thou doft not prize. 
Thy impulfe only gives them power to move. 

Thy nobleft works awaken not man's praife. 
For they are hidden, and he blindly turns 
Away, nor though he See, their light dilcems. 

Too grofa his fenfc, too keen their dazzling rays. 

O Ruler ! Wc would bicfs Thee and adore. 
At whofe command we live or turn to duft; 

When Thou doft give us of Thy wifdom's ftore. 
We ice how true Thy care, and learn to truft. 
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Thy wifdom plays with us as with a child. 
Who playing learns his Father loves him well ; 
'Tis love that brings Thee down with man to 
dwell. 

Love guides our {altering fiwtfteps through the wild. 

Now feems to us o'er harih and ftrift Thy fchool. 
Now dolt Thou greet us mild and tenderly. 

Now when our wilder paffions break Thy rule. 
Thy judgments fright as back again to Thee. 

With downcift eyea we feek Thy fece again. 
Thou kiflcft u9, we promife fair amends. 
Once more Thy Spirit reft and pardon fends. 

And curbs our paffions with a ftronger rein. 

Thou know'ft, O Father, all our weaknefs well. 

Our impotence, our foolilhnefs of mind ; 
Almoft a palfing glance may ferve to tell 

How weak are we, how ignorant, how blind. 
And fo Thou comeft with Thy help and ftay, 

A father's rule, a mother's love are Thine ; 

The lamb, on whom none elfe difcem Thy fign. 
Thou carrieft in Thy bofom day by day. 

The common ways are trodden not of Thee, 

Thy fteps are feldom traced by mortal eyes. 
Yet art Thou near us, and unfeen, doft fee 

All hopes and wifhcs that within os rife. 
The bright refleflion of Thy inner thought 

Is day by day beibre our eyes outfpread ; 

Who thinks he quickeft hath Thy meaning read. 
Is oft another deeper lelTon taught. 
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O Eye, whore glance no fidfehood can endure. 
Grant me to vtiCely judge, and well diTcern, 

Nature from grace — Thy Ught Tcrene and pure 
From groller fires that in and round me burn. 

Let no Ibange fire be kindled on the fhrine 
Within my heart, left I Ihould madly bring 
The hated oficring unto Thee, King. 

Ah bleft the Ibul whofe light u born of Thine ! 

When reafon contradiAs Thy law, or climbs 
So high, flic weeneth to know more than Thou, 

Break down her confidence, great God, betimes. 
And teach her lowly at Thy feet to bow. 

Nor let my proud heart diflate, Lord, to Thee, 
But came the wayward will that fecks its own. 
And wake the love that clings to Thee alone. 

And takes Thy judgments in humility. 

Abforb my will in Thine ; fupport and bear 
Onward in lovmg arms Thy timid child ; 

Thy Spirit's voice difpela all doubt, all fear. 
And quells the paflions erll fo fierce and wild. 

Thou art mine All, fince that Thy Son is mine ; 
Oh let Thy Spirit work with power in me. 
With ftrong defire I thirft, I pant for Thee, 

Oh joy whene'er Thy glories round me fliine ! 

So Ihall the creature ever ferve me here. 
Nor angels blufii to bear me company ; 

The perfca fpirits to Thy throne moft near. 
They are my brethren, waiting there for me; 

Cioogle 
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And oft my fpirit joys co meet a heart, 
That lovech Thee and mc and every faint. 
Is aught then left can make me fad and faint i 

Come, FouDC of Joy! vain forrows, all depart! 

GormuBD Arnold. 1666-1714. 



:»d J. Google 



Igi^a €rmnanita. 



TWENTY-THIRD SUNDAY AFTER 

TRINITY. 

For, our converiation is in heann ; from whence allb 
we loolc far the Saviour, the Lord Jefus Chrift; nho 
Ihall change our vile body, that it may be l^ftiioned like 
unto His glorioui body, according to the working 
whereby He is able even to fubdue all things unto Him- 
[e\f.—From lie EpiflU. 

SET who will in thee rejoice, 

O thou iaiT and wondroag earth ! 
I Ever anguifh'd forrow's voice 

Pierces through thy feeming mirth ; 
Let thy vain delights be given 
Unto tiiem who love not Heaven, 
My defire ig fix'd on Thee, 
Jefus, deateft iar to me 1 

Weary fouls with toil outworn. 
Drooping 'n^th the glaring light. 

With chat foon the coming morn 
Might be ^oench'd again in night. 

That their toils might find a clofe 

In a foft and deep repofe : 

I but wifli to reft in Thee, 

Jefua, deareft &- to me ! 

Othen dare the treacherous wave 
Hidden rock and fhifting wind — 
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Storm and danger let them brave. 
Earthly good or wealth to find ; 
Faith (hall wing my upward flight 
Far above yon ftarry height. 
Till I find myfelf with Thee, 
Jefiw, dcareft Friend to me t 

Many a lime ere now I Taid, 

Many a time again (hall fay. 
Would to God that I were dead. 
Would that in my grave I lay! 
Rett were mine, and fwcet my lot 
Where the body hindereth not. 
And the Toul can ever be, 
Jeftis. deareft Lord, with Thee ! 

Come, O Death, thou twin of Sleep, 
Lead me hence,— I pray thee come, 

Loole my rudder, through the deep 
Guide my vcflcl fafcly home. 

Thy approach who will may fly, 

'Twere a joy to me to die. 

Death but opei the gates to Thee, 

Jefus, dearefl Friend to me ! 

, Would that I to-day might leave 
This my earthly prifon here, 
And my crown of joy receive 

Waiting me in yon bright fphere ! 
In that home of joy, where dwell 
Hofts of sngets, would I tell 
How the Godhead (hinei in Thee, 
Jefuj, dearelt Lord to me 1 
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But not yet the gates of gold 

I may See nor enter in. 
Nor the heavenly field* behold. 

But mull fit and mourning fpin 
life'; dark thread on earth below ; 
Let my thoughts then hourly go 
Whither I myfdf wouH be, 
Jdiis, deareft Lord, with Thee ! 

J. Fkaack. 1653- 
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TWENTY-FOURTH SUNDAY AFTER 
TRINITY. 

Jesus anfwered and fajd unto her, IJaitba, Martha, 
thou art carefiil and troubled about many things : but 
one thing is neediiil, and Maty hath chofen that good 
part nhich Qiall not be taken may from her. 

Luit X. 41,41. 

8NE thing is needfii] ! Let me deem 
Aright of that whereof He fpoke ; 
f All elfe, how fweet foe'er it feeni. 
Is but in truth a heavy yoke, 
'Neath which the toiling fpiiit frets and pants. 
Yet never finds the happinefi it wants : 
This One can make amends, whate'er I mifs. 
Who hath it finds in all his joy thtoagh this ! 

My foul, wonldfl thou this one tiling find f 

Seek not amid created things ; 
Leave what ia earthly far behind. 

O'er Nature heavenward ftretch thy wings. 
Where God and man are One, in whom appear 
All truth and fulnefs, thou haft found it here, — 
The better part, the One thing needful He, 
My One, my All, my Joy, who faveth me. 

As Mary once devoutly fought 
The Eternal troth, the better part. 

And fat, enwrapt in holy thought. 
At Jefu's feet with burning heart. 
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For nought elfe canng, yearning for the word 
That fliould be Tpokcn by her Friend, her Lord, 
Lofing her All in Him, His word believing. 
And ihrough the One all things affua receiving : 

Even fo is all my heart's defirc 

Fix'd, deareft Lord, on Thee alone j 
Oh make me true and draw me niglier. 
And make Thyfelf, O Chrift, my own. 
Though many turn alide to join the crowd. 
To follow Thee in love my heart is vow'd. 
Thy word Is life and fpirit, whither go i 
What joy is there in Thee we cannot know i 

All pcrfta wifdom lies in Thee 

As in its primal hidden fource ; 
Oh let my will fubmiflive be. 
And hold henceforth its even coarfe, 
ConitoU'd by truth and meeknels, for high Heaven 
To lowly fimple hearts hath wifdom given; 
Who knoweth Chrift aright, and in Him lives. 
Hath won the higheA prize that wifdom gives. 

Oh that my foul from tieep might wake. 

And ever. Lord, Thine image bear ! 
Thee for my portion I will take. 
Thy holincfs Thou bidd'ft us fliarc, 
Whate'er we need for God-like waik and lift 
Is given to us in Thee j oh end this drift. 
And free me from the love of pa£ing things. 
To know alone the lift from Thee that fprings ! 
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What can I rOc for more I Behold 

Thy mercy b a very flood ; 
I know that Thou halt pa&'d of old 
Into the Holieft through Thy blood. 
And there redeem'd tor ever thofe who lay 
Beneath the rule of Satan ; now are they 
Made five by Thee, who erft were Jlaves and weak. 
And childlike hearts the name of Father fpeak. 

Deep joy and peace and holy calm 

Fill my once relUefs fpirit now i 

O'er verdant paftures free from hann. 

She foUows Thee, her (hepherd Thou ; 

Whate'er rejoice* or confolca us here, 

I9 not fo fweec as feeling Thou art near ; 

This One u needful, but all elTe is drofs. 

Let me win Chrift, all other gain is lofs. 

ScHKonEK. 1697. 
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TWENTY-FIFTH SUNDAY AFTER 
TRINITY. 



Behold the days come, laitb the Lord, that I will raifr 
unto David a rigbteoiu Branch, and a King (hall rei^, 
and prorper, and fhall execute judgment and juftice in 
the earth.— f«Bi tki Paffagifar the EpiftU. 

gEDEEMBR of the nations, come ! 
I Ranfom of earth, here make Thy home ! 
I Bright Sun, oh dart Thy flame to earth, 
^ For fo fhtll God b Chrift have birth ! 

Thou comcft from Thy kingly throne, 
O Son of God, the Vii^in'* Son ! 
Thou Hero of a twofold race, 
Doft walk in might earth's darkell place. 

Thou ftoopeft once to fafier here. 
And rifeft o'er the Harry fphcrc; 
Hell's gates at Thy defcent were riven. 
Thy afcent is to higheft Heaven. 

One with the Father! Prince of might I 
O'er nature's realm aflert Thy light. 
Our fickly bodies pine to know 
Thy heavenly Hrength, Thy living glow. 
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How bright Thy lowly manger beami ! 
DowD earth's dark vale its glory ftreams. 
The fplendour of Thy natal night 
Shines through all Time in deathlels light. 
J. Fkamce. 
After St. Ambrofe. 




s^d J, Google 



Ista CEtrntaitfca. 



ST. ANDREWS DAY. 

And Jefus faith unto them, Follow me. . . And they 
ftraigbtnay left their nets, and followed Him. — From 
tht GtifiiL 

aOLLOW me, in me ye live, 
\ What ye aflt I freely give, 
t Only heed ye left ye ftray, 
low me, the Living Way ; 
Follow me with all your hearts, 
I wil] ward off forrow's darts ; 
Lean, from Chrift your Lord to be 
Rich in meek humility. 

Yea, Lord, meet it is indeed 
We Jhould all Thy bidding heed ; 
Who in fear of this world's blame. 
Counts Thy Jowly yoke a fhame. 
To Thy name, Lord, hath no right. 
Is no Chriftian, in Thy fight. 
Ah too well I know that we. 
Here on earth, fhould follow Thee. 

Where ia ftrength. Lord, to fulfil. 
Glad at heart, Thy works and will. 
Following on wiiere Thou haft trod ? 
All too weak am I, O God ; 
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If awhile Thy paths I keep. 
Soon I pine for iclt and fleep ; 
E'en to love Thee, Lord, aright, 
PaHeth far my feeble might. 

Yet I will not turn from Thee, 
Yet my joy in Chrift Ihall be ; 
Help me, make me ftrong and bold. 
Firm and fall Thy grace to hold ; 
This world and her lulb I leave. 
Only to my Lord I cleave ; 
Ail their promifes are lies, 
Eut who follows Thee is wife 

Thou haft gone before us. Lord, 
Not with anger, ftriic, or fword. 
Not with lungly pomp and pride. 
But with mercy at Thy lide. 
Moved by wondrous love divine 
For our life Thou gaveft Thine, 
And Thy precious outpour'd bloody 
Won for us the hlgheft good. 

Let us follow in fuch fon, 
Chrift-like every deed and thought. 
That Thy love moft true and kind 
All our hearts henceforth may bind ; 
None may look behind him now. 
Who to Chrift hath pledged his vow; 
Jefus leads, no longer ftand. 
Follow me, is His command. 
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Draw me up, my God, from hence, 
Raife me high o'er earth and fenfe. 
That I lofe not Thee from fight. 
Nor in life nor death, my Light ! 
In my foul'i moll deep recefa 
Let me cherilh holinefs. 
Not for fliow or human praife. 
But for Thy fake, all my daya. 

Grant me. Lord, my heart's defire. 
So my coorfe to run nor tire. 
That my praftifed foul may prove 
What Thy meckncfs, what Thy love. 
Grant me here to truft Thy grace. 
There with joy to fee Thy &ce. 
This in time my portion be. 
That through ail eternity I 

RiST. 1 644^ 
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ST. THOMAS THE APOSTLE. 

And Thomsa anfiTered and fiid unto Him, My Lord 
and m; God. JtCas fiich unto Him, Thomas, becaufe 
thou haO feen me thou baft believed ; blelTed are they 
that have not teen, and yet have believed. — From thr 
Gejfel. 

B ONG in die Iptrit-world my foul had 
fought 
Some frkndly being, cIoTe to iter liin; 
Long had prepared a dwelling in her 
thought 
And heart for fuch an one ; for Ihe could win 
Through Himalone herftrength, for Himfheyeam'd, 
Toward Him her fervent longing ever bnrn'd. 

And rich [he world in thioga invifiblc. 
In heathen gods, and fpirin great and fmall. 

And bright and dark ; yet ever did flie dwell 
Alone, for One waa vvandng 'mid them all ; 

One iiaving mtglii and glory, rich in love, 

God, who as man could fhame and weaknefs prove. 

Then came the Word, and took on Him our flefli, 
And dwelt with men, here in the world of fight. 

And made an end of ftrifc, and link'd afrelh 
Oar fmfiil earth unto the throne of light; 

Into His ancient glory He is gone. 

And yet He dwells with us till time be done. 
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Thiu, O my foul, haft thou receiTed Ay will ; 

The glory of the world ofghoftt la dim 
Before the One, who u, and wu, and ftil] 

Shall ever be i all hearts are fix'd on Him, 
And fpirit worldi, fince He is there, become 
Hallow'd and fafe to thee, thy proper home. 

Thou foareft now through all thdr heights lublime. 
And not as once doft empty back return. 

But gazing on Thy God, fbrgetteft time 
Beneath Hi* loving glance, whence thou wouldft 

How thou (houldft love, and know His Word aright : 
Ah bleft the love and faith that aJk not fight ! 

Albbrtiki. 1821. 
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PRESENTATION IN THE TEMPLE. 

Lord, now letteft Thou Thy fervant depart in peace, 
according to Thy word ; for mine eyes have leen Thy 
falvation.— Frew lAe Ce^l 

9 IGHT of die GencUc world ! 
Thy people's joy and love t 
Drawn by Thy Spirit we are come 
Thy prefence. Lord, to prove. 
Within Th.y temple walls 
We wait with caroelt mind. 
As Simeon waited long of old 
His Saviour God to find. 

Thou wilt be found of us, 

O Lord, in every place. 
Where Thou haft promifed feithfiilly 

We ihould behold Thy face. 

Thou yet doft fufltr ut 

Who oft are gather'd here. 
To bear Thee in the arms of ftith 

As once that aged feer. 

Be Thou our bliii, our light 

Shining 'mid pain and lo6. 

Oar Sun of firength in time of fear. 

The gloiy round our crofi ; 
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A glow in finking hearts. 

A runbeuD in diSbKb, 

Phyfician, nnrie, in ficknefi' hours. 

In death onr happmela. 

Oh let us, Lord, prevail 

With Simeon at the lift ; 
May we take up his dying long 

When life ia waning faft ! 

" Let me depart in peace. 

Since that mine aged eyes 
Have feen the Saviour here on earth. 

Have leen His day aTife." 

Yes, with the eye of bith 

Myjefus I behold ; 
No foe can rab me of my Lord, 

Though fierce his threats and bold. 

I dwell within Thy heart. 

Thou doft in mine atnde. 
Not forrow, pain nor death ItTelf, 

Can tear me from Thy fide. 

J. Fkance. 1653. 
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ST. MATTHIAS' DAY. 

CokiE unto me, all jc that labour and ait heavy laden, 
and I wUl give you reft— from tAt GoJ^l. 
^ES, there remaiiKth yet a reft ! 
fj Arife, lad heart, who now doft pine, 
) By heavy care and pain oppreft, 

On whom no fun of joy can fliine ; 
Loot to the Lamb ! in yon bright fields 
Thou'Jt Itnow the joy His prefcnce yields ; 
Caft off thy load and thither hafte ; 
Soon fhalt thou fight and bleed no more. 
Soon, foon thy weaiy courfe be o'er. 
And deep the reft thou then flialt tafle : 

The reft appointed thee of God, 

The reft that nought fliaU break or move. 
That ere this earth by man wm tnjd 
Was fet apart for thee by Love. 
Our Saviour gave Hii lift to win 
This reft for thee ; oh enter in ! 
Hear how His voice founds fir and wide ! 
Ye weary fouls, no more delay. 
Nor loiter Mthlefs by the way. 
Here in my peace and reft abide t 

Ye heavy-laden, come to Mm ! 

Ye who are bent with many a load. 
Come from your prifons drear and dim. 

Toil not thus fadly on your road ! 

Cioogic 
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Vc've boroe the burden of the day. 
And bear ye not your Saviour &y, 
I am your rcfiige and your refl J 
Hb children ye, of heavenly birth, 
Howe'er may rage fin, hell, or earth. 
Here are ye £iie, here calmly bleft. 

Yonder in joy the flieaves we bring, 
Whofe feed was Town on earth in tears ; 

There in our Father'a houfc we fing 
The long too fweet for mortal ears. 
Sorrow and fighing all are paft. 
And pain and death are fled at laft. 

There with the Lamb of God we dwell. 
He leads us to the cryftal river. 
He wipes away all tears for ever ; 

What there is ours no tongue can tell. 

Hunger nor thjift can pain iw there. 
The time of recompenfc is come. 

Nor cold nor fcorching heat we bear. 
Safe fhelter'd in our Saviour's home. 
The Lamb is in the midil ; and thofe 
Who follow'd Him through Qiamc and woes. 

Are crown'd with honour, joy, and peace. 
The dry bones gather life again. 
One Sabbath over all Ihall reign, 

Wherein all toil and labour ceafe. 

There is untroubled calm and tight. 
No gnawing care Ihall mar our reft; 

Ye weary, heed this word aright. 
Come, lean upon your Saviour's breift. 

Cioogle 



Fain would I linger here no more. 
Pain 10 ^00 happier world upToar, 
And join that bright wpeflanC band. 
Oh raife, my foul, the joyful Tong 
That rings through yon triumphant throng ; 
Thy perfeft reft u ntgh at hand. 

EUHTH. 1733. 
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THE ANNUNCIATION. 

Behold the handniaid of the Lord; be it unto 
according to Thy vnird. — Fnm tit Gajftl. 

ifiEA, my fpirit Eun would fink 

Id Thy heart and hands, my God, 
) WaitiDg till Thou fliow the end 
Of the way* Ihe here hath trod ; 
Stripp'd of felf, how calm her rell 
Od her loving Father's breaft ! 

And my foul repine th not, 
Well content whatc'er be/all j 

Murmurs, wilhes, of felf-will. 
They are llain and vanquiih'd all, 

RelUeli thoughts, that fret and crave. 

Slumber ip her Saviour's grave. 

Aad my foul is free &om care. 
For her thoughts from all thiDgs ceale 

That can pierce like (harpeft thorns. 
Wounding fore the inner peace. 

He who made her eareth weU, 

She but feeks in peace to dwell. 

And my foul defpaireth not. 

Loving God amid her woe ; 
Grief that wrings and breaks the heart 

Only they who hate Him know : 
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They who love Him ftill poflels 
Comfort ID their worft diftrers. 

And my Ibul compluDcth not. 

For {he knows not pain or &ar. 
Clinging to her God in &ith. 

Trailing though He flay her here. 
Tis when flefh and blood repine. 
Sun of joy. Thou canft not fhine. 

Thus my foul before her God 

Lieth ftill, nor fpeiketh more. 
Conqueror thut o'er pain and wrong. 

That once fmote her to the core ; 
Like a lilent ocean, bright 
With her God'i great praiTe and light. 

WiNKLEK. 1713. 
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ST. BARNABAS' DAY. 

Wb preach unto joa that je Aiould turn from tbefe 
raniik* vnto the living God nbich made heaven, and 
earth, and the Tea, and all things that are thercio i who 
in time paft fuffered all naciont to walk in their own 
ways. Nevcrtheleft He left not Kimlclf nithouC witnela, 
in that He did good, and gave us rain fixim heaven, and 
fruitful feafons, filling our hearts with food and gladnefi. 
Ftem tkt Ltffm. 

VHALL I DOt fing praife to Thee, 

Shall I not give thanb, O Lord i 
\ Since ibr os in all I fee 

How Thou keepeft watch and ward ; 
How the tnieft tendereft love 
Ever fills Thjr heart, mj God, 
Helping, cheering, on their road. 
All who in Thy fervice move. 
All thingi elfe have but their day, 
God's love only lafts for aye. 

As the et^e o'er her nell 
Spreads her flielceting wings abroad, 
* So from all that would molell. 

Doth Thine arm defend me. Lord ; 
From my yonth ap e'en dU now 
or the being Thou didll ^ve. 
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And the earthly life I live. 
Faithful Guardian ftill wert Thou, 
All diinga dfe have but their 6aj, 
God'g love only lalb for aye. 

Nay He kept not back Hie Son; 

But hath given Him for our good. 
And our Tafety He hath won 

By the fhedding of His blood, 
O Thou gthomleTs abyfs ! 
My weak powers but Ibivc in Tain, 
Knowledge of Thy depths to ^n, 
Man knows not fuch love as this. 
All thin^ elle have but their day, 
God's love only lafts for aye. 

And His Spirit, blelled Guide, 
In His holy Word doth teach. 

How on earth we may abide. 
So that heaven at laft we reach ; 

Every longing heart doth fill 
With the pure true light of faith. 
That can break the bonds of death. 

And control the powers of ill. 
All things elfe have but their day, 
God's love only lalb fi>r aye. 

Truly hath He cared indeed 
For my foul's health, and no lels 

If my body fufier need. 
Will He help in my difbefi. 

When my ftrength and courage fail. 
When my power* can do no more. 



Cioogic 



304 'Sfii^ ffmnanfou 



Doth my God fuch ftrength outpour. 
That I rile op and prerail. 
All things eUe have but their daj, 
God's love only Ufts for ■yc. 

All the hofts of heaven and earth. 
Hath He placed at my command. 

Nowhere u there lack or dearth. 
But I find in fea and land 

AH things order'd for my wants, 
IJvii^ thingi in fields and woodi. 
On the height! or in the floods. 

And the earth brings forth her plants. 
All things elfe hare but their day, 
God's love only lafts for aye. 

When 1 Deep my Guardian wakes. 
And revives my wearied mind; 

Every morning on me breaks 
With fome mark of love rooft kind ; 

Had my God not ftood my Friend, 
Had His countenance not been 
Here my guide, I had not feen 

Many a trial reach its end. 
All things elfe have but their day, 
God's love only lafts for aye. 

Often hath my crafty Foe 
Threaien'd to bring down on me 

Many a fore and heavy woe. 
From which yet my lift is ftee i 

For the angel whom God fends. 
Wards off every threaten'd hurt. 



Cioogic 



Z^a drnmanto. 



Every evil doth iveit 
That mine Enemy intendi. 
All thingi elfe have but their day, 
God's love only kilt for aye. 

As a father ne'er withdraw* 
From a child his all of lore. 

Though it often break his taws, 
Though it carelels, wilfiil, prove : 

Even Co my loving Lord 
Doth my &ults with pity lee. 
With His rod He chaftens me. 

Not aven^g with His fword. 
All things elle have but their day, 
God's love only lafta for aye. 

When His firokei upon me light. 

Bitterly I foel their foiari. 
Yet are they, if feen aright. 

Tokens that my Father's heart 
Yearns to bring roe back again 

Through thefe cro£es to Uia fold. 

From the world that &in would hold 
Soul and body in its chain. 
AQ thin^ elle have but their day, 
God's love only lafb for aye. 

All my lift I ftill have found. 
And I will forget it never. 

Every forrow hath its bound. 
And no crofs endures for ever 

After all the winter's foows 
Comes fweet fummer back again. 
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Pttient foub ne'er wait in vain, 
Joy ia ffven for all their woet. 
All thing! eUe have but their day, 
God's love only laflt for aye. 

Since then neither change nor end 

In Thy love can e'er have place. 
Father ! I beftcch Thee fend 
Unto me Thy loving grace. 
Help Thy feeble child, and ^ve 
Strength to ferve Thee day and night, 
Loring Thee with all my might, 
WMle on earth I yet mult live ; 
So Ihall I when Time ii o'er, 
Pnife and bve Thee evermore. 

Pavl Gekhakdt. 1659. 
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ST. MICHAEL AND ALL ANGELS. 

Akb tbey not alt miniftermg fpirits, fent forth to minif- 
tcr for them that Hull be heira of lalvation? — Heb. i. 14. 

[►RAISE and thank* to Thee be fung. 
Mighty God, in fwee^ tone ! 
1 Lo ! from every land and tongae. 
Nations gather round Thy Throne, 
Praifing Thee, that Thou doft fend, 
Daily from Thy Heaven above, 
Angel-mefTengers of love. 
Who Thy threaten'd Church defend. 
Who can offer worthily. 
Lord of angels, praife to Thee ! 

'Tb your office. Spirits bright. 

Still to guard us night and day. 
And before your heavenly might. 

Powers of darkndi flee away s 
Ever doth your anfeen hoft. 

Camp around us, and avert 

All that feeks to do m hurt. 
Curbing Satan's malice moft. 
Lord, who then can worthily. 
For fuch goodnefj honour Thee ! 

And ye come on ready wing. 
When we drift toward fheer defpair. 

Seeing nought where we might cling, 
Suddenly, lo. ye are there I 
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And the wearied heart growt ftrong. 
As an angel llrei^then'd Him, 
Fainting in the garden dim, 

'Neath the world'a vaA wm and wrong. 

Lord, wtto then can worthily. 

For fuch mercjr honour Thee ! 

Right and feemly ia it then 

We ftiould glory, that our God 

Hath fuch honour put on men. 
That He fends o'er earth abroad 

Princes of the realm above. 
Champions, who by day and night. 
Shield us with His holy might ; 

Come, behold how great Hia love ! 

Lord, who then can worthily. 

For fuch favour honour Thee ! 

PraiJe and thanlu to thee be fung. 
Mighty God, in fwectefl tone. 

Lo ! from every land and tongue. 
Nations gather round Thy throne, 

Praifing Thee that Thou doll fend. 
Hourly from Thy glorious fphere. 
Angels down to help us here. 

And Thy threaten'd Church defend. 

Let us henceforth worthily. 

Lord of angeli, honour Thee. 

RfST, 165 
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ALL SAINTS' DAY. 

La, a great multitude which no man could number, of 
all nations, and kindreds, and people, and tongues. Hood 
before the throne and before the Lamb, clothed nith 
white robes, and palms in their hands; and cried with 
a loud voice, faying, Salvation to our God which litteth 
upon the throne and unto the Lamb. — Fnim l/u EpifiU. 

i2HO are thofc before God*s throne. 
What the crowned holl I fee f 
\ As the Iky with fiars thick-ftrown 
Is their Ihining company : 
Hallelujalu, hark, they fing, 
Solemn praife to God they bring. 

Who are thofc that in their hands 
Bear aloft the conqueror's palm. 

As one o'er hb fbeman ftandt. 
Fallen beneath his mighty arm I 

What the war and what the Ib-ife, 

Whentx came fuch viftorious life? 

Who arc thofe array'd in Ught, 
Ooth'd in righteoufoefi divine. 

Wearing robca moll pure and white. 
That unllain'd (hall ever fhine. 

That can nevermore decay ; 

Wlience came all this bright array i 
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They are thofe who, ftrong in ftich. 
Battled for the mighty Godj 

Conquerors o'er the world and death, 
Fijlowing not Sin's crowded road ; 

Through ihe Lamb who once was flain. 

Did they fuch high viaory pin. 

They ■>« thofe who much ha« borne. 

Trial, forrow, pain, and care. 
Who have wrellled night and mora 

With the mighty God in prayer j 
Now dieir ftrifr haih found its dofe, 
God halh tum'd away their woes. 

They are branches of rhat Stem, 
Who hath our Salvation been. 

In the blood He ftied for them. 

Have they made their raiment clean j 

Hence ihey wear fuch radiant drefs. 

Clad in fpotkfs holiaefs. 

They are thofe who hourly here 
Served as priefts before their Lord, 

OSering up with gladfome cheer 
Soul and body at His word. 

Now within the Holy Place, 

They behold Him face to fece. 

A) the harts at noonday pant 
For the river frefli and dear. 

Did they ofttimea long and fMnt, 
For the living Fountain here. 
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Now their thtrft ii quench'd, they dwell 
With the Lord they loved fo weU. 

Thitherwards I lirecch my hands ; 

O Lord Jefos, day by day, ■ 
In Thy houfe in thele ftrange Uoda, 

CompaJs'd round with ibei, I praf. 
Let me fink not in the war. 
Drive for me my foes aiar, 

OiA my lot in earth and heaven 
With Thy faints made like to Thee, 

Let my bonds be alfo riven. 

Make Thy child who loves Thee free ; 

Near the throne where Thou doll Ihine, 

May a place at laft be mine I 

Ah I dut blifs can ne'er be told. 
When with alt that army brij^t. 

Thee, my Sun, I Ihall behold. 
Shining ftar-Uke, with Thy light. 

Amen 1 Thanks be brought to Thee, 

Fraife through all etemi^. 

ScB£NE. Died 1737* 
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MORNING HYMNS. 



KOD wlio madeft earth and heaven. 

Father, Son, and Holy Ghoft, 
i Who the day and night haft given. 

Sun and moon and Itarry hoft. 
All things wake at TKy command. 
Held in being by Thy hand : 

God, I thank Thee from my heart. 
That through all the livelong night. 

Thou haft kept me lafe apart 
From a]] danger, pain, affright. 

And the cunning of my fbc 

Hath not wrought my overthrow, 

Let the night of fin depart, 
Aj thia earthly night hath fled ; 

Jefus, take me to Thy heart. 
In the blood that Thou haft flied 

Is m^ help and hope alone. 

For the evil I hare done. 

Help me u each mom fliall break. 

In the Spirit to arife. 
Let my foul from fin awake. 

That when o'er the aged Ikiea, 
Shall the mom of Doom appear, 
I may fee it free from fear. 
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Ever lead me, ever guide 

All my wuideriDgs by Thy Word ; 
As Thou hafi been, ftill abide 

M7 defence, my rcfiige. Lord. 
Never Me except with Thee, 
Ever Thou my Guardian be! 

Mighty Ood, I now commend 

Soul and body unto Thee, 
Alt the powers that Thon doll lend. 

By Thf hand direAed be ; 
Thoa my boaft, my ftrength dhrme. 
Keep me with Thee, I am Thine. 

Let Thine angel guard my foul 
From the Evil Ooe'a dark power. 

All hia thouland wiles control. 
Warning, guiding me each hour. 

Till my final reft be come. 

And Thine angel bear me home. 

HsiMUCH Albut. I 



IL 

The golden funbeanu with their joyous gleams. 
Are Idndling o'er earth, her life and mirth. 

Shedding forth lovely and heart^heering light ; 
Through the dark hours' chill I lay filent and ftill. 
But riTen at length to gladnels and ftrength, 

I ffu on the heavens all glowing and bright. 
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Mine eyes bow behold Thy works, that of old 

And ever are telling to all men here dwelling. 
How great is Thy glory, how wondron* Thy power ; 
They tell of the home where the ^ithful fhall come. 
Who depart to (hat peace that can change not or 

From earth where all paiTeth ai paSkt the hour. 

O come let o» raHe our voices, md praife 

The Maker of all, at His tbet let ua M, 
Offering to Him again all He hath given. 

The beft that is ours, our hearts and our powen ; 

Glad fongs that we ling Him, thanb that we 
bring Him — 
Thefe are the incenfe moll graceful to Heaven. 

Evening and morning thus ever He cares for us, 

Blelling, renewing, warding off' ruin, 
Thelc are His works, thus His goodncfs we prove j 

Whea we ar« ileeping, watch He is keeping. 

When we arife. He gladdens our cyei 
With the funihine of mercy, the glow of His love. 

All paffeth Rway, but God liveth aye. 

And changeth in nought ; eternal His Thought, 

His Word and His Will are lleadM and fure; 
Never His grace nor His mercy decays, 
It heals the lad heart from it* deadlieft fmarl. 

Giving it life that Ifaall ever endure. 

God, Thou my crown ! forgiving look down. 
And hide from Thy Ace through Thy piling 
grace, 
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AU my tranfgreflions againft Thy command ; 
Henceforth oh rule me, guide me and Ichool me 
As Tboa leeft fit; my ways I commit 

All to Thy pleafure. Thy mercifiil hand. 

Croflea and forrow may end with the morrow, 

Stormieft feas Jhatl fink inio peace, 
Thewild winds are hulh'd, and ihc funllune returns: 

So iulner; of reft, and the calm of the blefi. 

Are waiting me there, in that garden moft &ir. 

That home for which daily my fpirtt here yearns. 

Paul Gerhardt. 



lU. 

CoHE, my foul, awake, 'tis morning, 

Day is dawning 
O'er the earth, arife and pray ; 
Come, to Him who made this Ipleadour, 

Thou mull render 
All thy feeble powers can pay. 

From the lUrs now learn thy duty. 

See their beauty 
Paling in the golden air ; 
So God's light thy mifta fliould banllh. 

Thus Ihould vanifh 
What to darkcn'd lenfe feem'd iur. 
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See how everything that liveth. 

Gladly ftriveth 
On the pleaTant light to gaze ; 
Stirs with joy each thing that growethi 

A* it knoweth 
DaikneSi finitten by thefe ray* 
Soul, thy incenlc alfo profier; 

Thou fliouldft offbr 
Praile to Him, who from thy head 
Kept afir the ftorms of forrow. 

And the morrow 
Finds the night in peace hath fled. 

Bid Him blefi what thou art doing. 

If purfuing 
Some good aim ; but if there lurks 
111 intent in thine endeavour. 

May He ever 
Thwart and turn ihee from thy worb. 

Think that He, the AU-difceming, 

Knows each turning 
Of thy path, each finful ftain j 
Nay what fhame would fain glofa over. 

Can difcover ; 
All thou doll 10 Him is plain. 

Bound unto the flying hours 

Are our powers ; 
Earth's vain good floats down their wave. 
That thy (hip, my foul, is hailing. 

Never relling. 
To its haven in the grave. 
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Pray that when thy life u doGng, 

Calm repoGng, 
Thou miyft die, and not in pain ; 
That, the n^t of death deported. 

Thou glad-hearied, 
Mayfi behold ihc Sun a^itu 

From God's glances fhrink thon never. 

Meet them ever ; 
Who fubmlts him to His grace. 
Finds that earth no funfliine knowetii 

Such as gloweth 
O'er his pathway all his days. 

WakeneA thou again to fonow. 

Oh ! then borrow 
Strength from Him, whofe fun-like might 
On the mountain-fummit tarries. 

And yet carries 
To the vales their mirth and light. 

Round the pta He on thee Oioweis, 

Fiery towers 
Will He fet, be not aftad. 
Thou Ihalt dwell 'mid angel lemons. 

In the regions 
Satan's felf dares not invade. 

VoM Cunrz. 1654-1699. 
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IV. 

Datsprino of Etemity 1 

Dawn on us thii moniiog-tide. 

Ijghi from Light's ezhaalller« Tea, 
Now no more Thy radiance hide* 

But diTpel with glorious might 
All our night. 

Let the morning dew of love 
On our fleeping confcieiKe rain ; 

Gentle comfort from above 

Flow through life's long parched plain 

Water daily us Thy flock 

From the rocL 

Let the glow of love deftroy 
Cold obedience faintly ^ven; 

Wake our hearts to Itrength and joy 
With the flufliing eafiern heaven. 

Let la truly rife ere yet 

liie hath fet. 

Biighteft Star of eaftem Dues, 

Let that final mom appear. 
When our bodies too fliall rife 

Free from all that pain'd them here. 
Strong their joyful couife to run 
As the fun. 
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To 7011 world be Thou our light, 

O Thou glorious Sun of grace; 

Lead us through the tearful night. 

To yon fair and blelted place. 
Where to jo/ that never dies 
We iball rife. 

Von Ro9Bnkoth. 1684. 



Once more from reft I rife again. 
To greet a day of toil and pain. 

My Heaven-appointed lot j 
Unknowing what new grief may be 
With thij new day in (tore for me. 

But it fhall harm me not 
I know full well ; my loving God 
Will fend me not a hurtfUl load. 

My borden every day ii new. 
But every day my God is true. 

And all my cares halh borne; 
Ere eventide can no man know 
What Day ftiall bring of joy or woe. 

And though it fccm each mom 
To fome new path of fuficring call. 
With God I can funnount it all. 

Since this I know, oh wherefore fink, 
Mjr iaichlels heart } And why thus Ihrink 
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To take thy load again ? 
Bear what choti canft, God bears thy lot. 
The Lord of All, He ftumbleth not; 

Pure blefling fhalt thou gain. 
If thou with Him right onward go. 
Nor fear'ft to tread the path of woe. 

My heart grows ftrong, all terrors fly 
Whene'er I feel Thy Jove Moft Hi^, 

Doth cotnpals me around ; 
But would I have Thee for my {hield. 
No more to fin my foul muft yield. 

But in Thy ways be found ; 
Thou God wilt never walk my way 
If from Thy paths my fteC fhould ftr^. 

But let me feel Thou guidcft me. 
And humbly I will fallow Thee, 

Lord, mate me true and pure ; 
Then ftrong and dauntlefs in Thy might 
Againft a world of fin I'll fight. 

And know my triumph fure; 
Then bravely I can meet each day. 
And fear it not, come what come may. 

My God and Lord, I call on Thee 
The load chat weighs too fore on me. 

The yoke 'neath which I bow j 
I lay my rank, my high command. 
In my Almighty Father's hand. 

Well knowing. Lord, that Thou 
Wilt ne'er withdraw it, for Thy truth 
Hath led me onward Irom my youth- 
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To Thee toy kindred I commend. 
For they are ^e if Thou defend^ 

Oh gmrd them round about ; 
My liaful foul would Iheltcr take 
In Jefu's boTom, for whole fake 

Thou wilt not caft her out ; 
When foul and body part at lafi. 
Then all myfelf on Thee I call. 

Antom Ulmcb, 
Duke of Biulffmck. 1767. 
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EVENING HYMNS. 



I. 

|FH£ happy funfliiiie all is gone, 
' The gloomy ajght cornea fwiftly on ; 
I But fluDc Thou ftJII, O Chrift our Light, 
Nor let lu lofe ourftlve* in nighi. 

We thank Thee, Father, that this day 
Thy angels watch'd around our way. 
And free from harm and vexing fear/ 
Have led us on in fafecy here. 

Lord, have we anger'd Thee to-day. 
Remember not our fins, wc pray. 
But lei Thy mercy o'er them fweep. 
And give us calm and re&M fleep. 

Thy angels guard our fleeping hours. 
And keep afar all evil Powers ; 
And Thod all pain and mifchief ward 
From foul and body, faithiiil Lord ! 

N. Hermann. i;6a 
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Now all the woods are lleepuig. 
And night and ftillnefs creeping 

O'er field and city, man and beaft ; 
But thon, my heart, awake thee. 
To prayer awhUe betake thee. 

And praile thy Maker ere tbou reft. 

O Sun, where art thon vanifh'd I 
The Night thy reign hath banilh'd. 

Thy ancient foe, the Night. 
Farewell, a brighter glory 
My Jefns flieddeth o'er me. 

All clear within me fliines His light. 

The loll fiunt beam is going. 
The golden ftars are glowing 

In yonder dark-blue deep ; 
And fuch the glory given 
When called of God to heaven. 

On earth no more we pine and weep. 

The body haftes to flumber, * 
Thefe garment* now bot comber 

And as I lay them by 

J ponder how the fpirit 
Puts off the flelh t* inherit 

A Ihining robe with Chrift on high. 
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Now thought and labour ceaTet, 

For Night the tired rcleafcs 
And bids fweet reft bcgjn : 

My heart, there comes a morrow 

Shall let thee free from forrow 
And all the dreary toil of fio. 

Ye aching limb$ I now reft you. 
For toil hath fore opprefa'd you, 

lie down my weary head : 

A fleep Ihall once o'eitake you 

From which earth ne'er (haU wake you. 

Within a narrower colder bed. 

My heavy eyes are clt^g. 

When I lie deep repofing 
O foul and body where are ye ? 

To helpleft fleep I yield them. 

Oh let Thy mercy fliieM them. 
Thou flceplels Eye, their guardian be ! 

My Jefos, ftay Thou by me. 

And let no foe come nigh nte. 
Safe flielter'd by Thy wing; 

But would the foe alann me, 

Oh let him never harm me. 
But fiill Thine angels round me iing ! 

Mf loved ones, reft fecurely. 

From every peril furely 
Our God will guard your heads ; 

And happy flumbers fend you. 

And bid Hii hofti acKnd yaa, 
And golden-arm'd watch o'er your beds. 

Paul Guhauit. 165]. 
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III. 

' Thb day expires ; 

My foul delirea 
And pants to fee that day. 
When the veung caret of earth 
-Shall be done away. 

The night t« here ; 

Oh ! be Thoa near. 
Chrift, make it light within; 
Drive away from out my heart 
All the night of fin. 

The funbeami pale. 
And flee and latl ; 

O oncreated Sun ! 
Let Thy light now flune on us. 

Then our joy were won. 

All things that move 

Below, above. 
Now with fleep are bleA; 
Work Thon Itill in roe while I 
Calmly in Thee reft. 

When fhall the fway 
Of night and day, 

Ceafe to rule man thue I 
When that brightell day of days 

Once flutU dawn on m. 
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Ah I never then 

Her light again 

Jerufilem {hall add. 

For the Lamb Dull be her Ijght* 

Filling her with bills. 

Oh were I there ! 

Where all the ur 
With lovely foiiiuls ia rin^ng ; 
Where the fiunts Thee, Holy Lord, 
Evermore are finging ! 

Lord Jefiu, Thoa 

My reft art now, 

Oh help me that I come. 

Radiant with Thy light to Ifajne 

In Thy glorioiu home 1 

FxBruHOHAUSSM. 1704. 



IV. 

Thb moon hadi rifen on high. 
And in the dear dark fky 

The golden ftan all brightly glow; 
And black and hufli'd the woods, 
WhUe o'er the fields and floods 

The white mifb hover to and fro. 

How ftill the earth ! how calm 1 
What dear and home-like charm 
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From gentle twilight doth llie borrow ! 
Lilte to fome quiet room. 
Where wnpt in ftill Ibft gloom. 

We fleep away the daylight's forrow. 

Look up; the moon to-night 
Showi lu but half her light. 

And yet we know her round and fair. 
At other things how oft 
We in our blindnefi fcoFd, 

Becaofe we faw not what was there. 

We haughty Coaa of men 

Have but a narrow ken. 
We are but finnera poor and weak. 

Yet ury dreams we build. 

And deem us wife and Ikill'd, 
And come not nearer what we feck. 

Thy mercy let us fee. 

Nor find in vanity 
Our joy i nor tnift in what departs ; 

But tme and limple grow. 

And live lo Thee below 
With fumy pure and childlike hearti. 

Let Death all gently come 

At laft to take us home. 
And let us meet him fearlefil/ ; 

And when thele bonds are riven. 

Oh take us to Thy heaven. 
Our Lord and God, to dwell with Thee. 
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Now in His name moft bleft 
My brethren fink to reft ; 
The wind i» co!d, chill fidls the dew. 
Spare U9, O God, and keep 
■ U> (afc in quiet fleep. 
And all the fick and fofiering too. 

CLAUDivt. 17S1. 
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FOR THE SICK AND DYING. 
I. 

|CN the tnidft of life, behold 
Death has girt as ronnd, 
) Whom for help then fhall we pn^. 
Where Ihall grace be found ? 
In Thee, O Lord, alone! 

We rue the eril we have done. 
That Thy wrath on lu hath dnwn. 
Holy Lotd and God ! 
Strong and Holy God ! 
Merciful and Holy Saviour ! 

EKmal God ! 
Leave us not to link beneath 
Thele dark pains of bitter death ; 
Kyrie eleifon '. 

In the midft of death the jans 

Of hell againft us gape. 
Who from peril dire ai thia 

Openeth us efcape I 
"Tis Thou, O Lord, alone ! 

Our bitter fufiering and our fin 

Pity from Thy mercy win. 
Holy Lord and God ! 
Strong and holy God ! 

Mercifiil and holy Saviour I 



Cioogic 



238 . Igra ffimnanfta. 

Eternal God! 
Let DOC dread oar foula o'erwhelm 
Of the dark and baming realm, 

Kyrie eleifon ! 

Id the midft of hell would Sin 

Drive us to defpair ; 
Whither Ihdl we flee mnyi 

Where ia rduge, where i 
With Thee, Lord Chrift, alone ! 
For Thou ht& (hed Thy precious blood. 
All our iins Thou makeft good, 

H0I7 Lord and God ! 

Strong and holy God t 
Merciliil and holy Saviour ! 

Eternal God I 
Leave us not to fall in death 
From the hope of Thy true Faith, 

Eyrie eleifon ! 

NoTKBK tr. by Luther. 
Written about 900, tr. 1 514. 



IL 

God I whom I as love have known, - 
Thon haft ficknefs laid on me. 
And thefe pains are lent of Thee, 

Under which I bum^uid moan ; 

Let them burn away the fin. 
That too ofi hath check'd the love 
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Wherewith Thou my bean wouldfi move. 
When Thy Spirit works within ! 

In my weakncft be Thoa Itrong, 

Be Tliou fwect when I im fad. 

Let me ftill in Thee be glad, 
Tliough my pains be keen and long. 
All that plagues my body now. 

All tliat wafteih me away, 

Prefling on me night and day. 
Love ordains, for Love art Thou 1 

Snaring is the work now Tent, 

Nothmg can I do Imt lie 

Sii£cring as the hours go t^ i 
All my powers to this are bent. 
Su&ring is my gdn ; I bow 

To my heavenly Father's will. 

And receive it hufh'd and Hill ; 
Soaring is my worlhip now. 

' God t I take it firom Thy hand 

As a fign of love, I know 

Thott wouldft perfefl me through woe. 
Till I pure beibre Thee ftand. 
All re&eOuneni, all the food 

Given me ibr the body's need, 

Comes from Thee, who lov'ft indeed. 
Comes from Thee, for Thou art good. 

Let my foul beneath'her load 

Paint not, through the o'erwearied flelht 
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Let her hourly drink »ittSb 
Love and peace from Thee, my God. 
Let the body's pain lod fman 
Hinder not her flight to Thee, 
Nor the calm Thou giveft me ; 
Keep Thou up the finking heart. 

Grant me never to complain. 
Make me to Thy will relign'd, 
. With a quiet, humble mind. 

Cheerful on my bed of pain. 

In the flelh who fufiers thus. 
Shall be purified from fin. 
And the foul renew'd within ; 

Therefore pain is laid on us. 

I commeod to Thee my life. 

And my body to the ctola ; 

Never let me think it bis 
That I thus am freed from ftrife — 
Wholly Thine ; my &ith is furc 

Whether life or death be mine, 

I am fafb if I am Thine; 
For 'tis Love that makes me pure. 

Bjchter. 1713. 
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m. 

When the M affmy drawa nigh. 

My fpiric finb ia bitter fcar : 
Courage ! I conquer though I die. 

For Chrift with Death once wreftlcd here. 
Thy ftrife, O ChriJt, with Death'* dark power 
Upholds me in this fcariul hour. 

In feith I hide myfelf in Thee. 

I fhall not perilh in the ftri& ; 
I fliare Thy war. Thy viflory. 

And Death is fwallow'd up in Ijfc. 
Thy ftrife, O Chrift, with Death of yore 
Hath ronquer'd, and I fear no more. 

Anox. 



IV. 

Loin Jefiu Chrift, true Man and God, 
Who boreft anguilh, fcom, the rod. 
And diedft at laft upon the tKe, 
To bring Thy Father's grace to me j 
I pray Tbee through that bitter woe, 
Im me, a finner, mercy know. 
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When cornea the hour of fuling breath. 
And I mull wreftle. Lord, with death. 
When 6'om my fight all hda away. 
And when my toi^ue no more can (ky. 
And when mine care no more can hear. 
And when my heart is lack'd with fear ; 

When all my mind is darlcen'd o'er. 
And human help can do no more. 
Then come. Lord Jefus, come with fpeed. 
And help me in my hour of need. 
Lead me from this dark vale beneath. 
And fltorten then the pangs of death. 

All evil fptrits drive away. 
But let Thy Spirit with me Hay 
Until my foul the body leave ; 
Then in Thy hands my foul receive. 
And let the earth my body keep, 
T^ the Laft Day fliaU break its fleep. 

Joyftil my refurreflion be. 

Thou in the Judgment plead for me. 

And liide my fina. Lord, from Thy fece. 

And ^ve me Ufe of Thy dear grace ! 

I tnift Thee utterly, my Lord, 

For Thou haft promifed in Thy Word ; 

" In truth I tell you, who receives 
My word, and keeps it, and believes. 
Shall never £ill God's wrath beneath. 
Shall never tafte eternal death; 
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Though here on eanh, in time, he die. 
He is not therefore loflj for I 
Will come, and with a mighty hand 
Will break away Death's ArongeO band. 
And lift him hence that he (hall be 
For ever in my realm with Me, 
For ever living there in bliis." 
Ah let us not that glory mils ! 

Dear Lord, forgive us all our guilt. 
Help us to wait until Thoo wilt 
That we depart ; and let our faith 
Be brave and conquer e'en in death. 
Firm refting on Thy facred Word, 
Until we fleep in Thee, our Lord. 

PaulEbek. ici 



Go and dig my grave to-day ! 

Weary of my wanderings all. 
Now from earth I pals away. 

For the heavenly peace doth call ; 
Angel voices from above 
Call me to their reft and love. 

Go and dig my grave tOMJay ! 

Homeward doth my journey tend. 
And I lay my ftaff away 

Here where all things earthly end. 
And I lay my weary head 
In the only painlefs bed. 
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What is there I yet fhould do. 
Lingering in this darkfome vale? 

Proud and mighty, l^r to view. 
Are our fchemes, and yet chcy iait. 

Like the land before the wind. 

That no power of man can bind. 

Farewell, earth, then ; I am glad 
That in peace I now depart. 

For thy very joys are fad. 
And thy hopes deceive the heart ; 

Fleeting i^ thy beauty's gleam, 

FalTe and changing as a dream. 

And to you 3 laft good night, 
Sun and moon and ftars fo dear.; 

Farewell all your golden light ; 
I am travelling far from here, 

To the fplendours of that day 

Where ye all muft fade away. 

Farewell, O ye much-loved friends ! 

Grief hath fmotc you as a fword. 
But the Comforter defcends 

Unto them who love the Lord, 
Weep not o'er a paffing fhow. 
To th' eternal world I go. 

Weep not that I take my leave 
Of the world { that I exchange 

Errors that loo clofely cleave. 
Shadows, empty gholb that ra^e 
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Througb this world of nought aiid night. 
For a land of inith and light. 

Weep not, deareft to my heart. 

For 1 find my Saviour near. 
And I know that I have part 

In the pains He fufier'd here. 
When He (bed His facred blood 
For the whole world's highell good. 

Weep not, my Redeemer lives ; 

Heavenward fpringing from the dull. 
Clear-eyed Hope her comfort gives; 

Faith, Heaven's champion, bids us tnilt ; 
Love eternal whiTpers nigh. 
" Child of God, fear not to die !" 

E. M. Arndt. 



VL 

Then I have conquer'd ; then at lall 

My eourfe ii run, good night 1 
I am well plcafcd that it is pad; 

A thoufand times, good nighl ! 
But ye, dear friends, whom I mull leave. 

Look not thus anxiouQy ; 
O wherefore thus lament and grieve f 

It flandeth well with me. 
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Farewell, O anguilh, pain, and fear. 

Farewell, brewell for ever 1 
It glads my heart to leave you hen, 

Redeem'd from you for ever ! 
Henceforih a life of joy I fhare. 

In tny Creator's hand j 
None of the grieb can touch me there. 

That hauat this lower land. 

Who yet o'er earth in time muft roam. 

Not yet from error free. 
Scarce liTp the language of our home. 

The glad eternity. 
Far better is a happy death. 

Than worldly life, I trowj 
The weakneJs once I fank beneath, 

I nevermore fliaU know. 

Lay on my coffin many a wreath. 

For con<]uerort wrcath'd are feen ; 
And lo ! my foul attains through death 

The crown of evergreen. 
That blooms in iadelcfs groves of heaven ; 

And this fair vigor's crown. 
That m^ty Son of God hath gjven. 

Who for my fake came down. 

'Twas but a while that I was fent 

To dwell among you here ; 
Now God refumes what He hath lent( 

Oh grieve not o'er my bier; 
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But lay, 'twas given at Hi) command 

Who takes it. He ia jufi ; 
Our life and deatli are in His hand. 

His fervants can but traft. 

Tiut ye fliould fee my grave, alas ! 

Sliows we are fiail indeed ; 
That it To Toon Ihould come to pals. 

Our Father hath decreed. 
And He your bitter grief ihdl lUU ; 

Think not too young am I, 
For he who die* ai God doth will. 

Is old enough to die. 

Farewd], thou dear, dear foul, iarewell ! 

To thofe fweet pleafures go. 
That we who mourning here mull dwell. 

Not yet, alas ! can know. 
Ah when flull that great day be come. 

When thefe thing) iade away. 
And thou (halt bid us welcome home j 

Would God it were to-day ! 

Sacer. 1665. 



vn. 

My God, to Thee I now commend 
My foul ; for Thou, O Lord, 

Doft live and love me without end, 
And wilt perform Thy word. 
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To whom die fhould I mike my plea. 

That heavenly life be mine i 
AH foul*, my God, betonE to Thee, 

My foul a lUb Thine. 

Tbott gav'A my Ipiiit at my biith. 
Take bock what Thoa haft given ; 

And with the Lord I ferved on earth. 
Grant me Co live in heaven. 

Faith fpreadt her wings, &e feea reveal'd 

The fluning walls above i 
My fpirit knows that Ihe it ieal'd, 

Redeero'd from death by love. 

Thou my Deliverer waft of yore. 
From fm Thou mad'ft me free. 

Now,. faithful God, doft Thou once more 
In death deliver me. 

Thou liv'ft and loveft without end. 
And doft perform Thy word ; 

My palfing foul I now commend 
To Thee, my God and Lord f 

HiLLER. 176^. 
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FOR THE BURIAL OF 
THE DEAD. 
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^OR THE BURIAL OF THE DEAD. 

L 

!EOW hofh your cries, and fhed do tear, 
ll Onfuchdeathnonefhouldlookwith&ar; 
\ He died a laithful ChriJliaD man. 
And with hia death tnw life began. 

Coffin and grave we deck with care. 
His body reverently we bear. 
It b not dead but relb in God, 
And foftly lleepa beneath the fod. 

It feenu a all were over now, — 
The heavy limbs, the rouUefs brow,^ — 
Yet through thefe rigid limbs once more 
A nobler life, ere long, Oiall pour. 

Thefe dead dry bones again fhsll feel 

New warmth and vigour through them fteal j 

Reknit and living they Oiall foar 

On high where Chrift lives evermore. 

Thii body, lying ftiff and ftark. 
Shall tile unharm'd from out the dark. 
Aud fwiftly mount np through the ikies. 
Even at the fpirii heavenwards flies. 
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The buried grain of wheat muft die, 
Wither'd and worthlefs long mull ]ie. 
Yet fprings to light all fweet and iair. 
And proper fruita (hall richly bear : 

EveD fo this body made of duB, 
To earth we once again entruft. 
And painlefs it Ihall Humber here. 
Until the Laft Great Day appear. 

God breathed into this houfe of clay 
The fpirit that hath paTs'd away, 
Chrift gave the true courageous mind. 
The noble heart, ye no more find. 

Now earth has bid it from our eyes. 
Till God Ihall bid it wake and rife. 
Who ne'er the creature will forget. 
On whom His image He hath fet. 

Ah would that proniifed Day were here. 
When Chrift (hall once again appear ; 
When He Audi call, nor one be loft. 
To endlefs life earth's buried hoft! 

N. Heruahk. 1560. 
After Frudentius. 



11. 

Now refts her foul in Jefu'» arms. 
Her body in the grave fleeps well. 

His heart her death-chill'd heart re-warma. 
And icfi more deep than tongue can tell, — 
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Her few brief hours of conflifl paft'd, — 

She finds with ChriH. her Friend, at laft ; 

She baches in tranquil feu of peace, 
God wipes away her tears, Ihe feds 
New life that a]] her languor heab. 

The glory of the Lamb Ihe fees. 

She hath cfcapcd all danger now. 

Her pain and lighing all are fled; 
The crown of joy ii on her brow. 

Eternal glories o'er her fhed. 
In golden robes, a queen, a bride. 
She ftandeth at her Sovereign's iide. 
She fcca Hia &cc unvcil'd and bright ; 
With joy and love He greets her foul. 
She feels herfelf made inly whole, 
A lelTer light smid His light. 

The child hath now its Father feen. 
And feels what kindling love may be. 

And knoweth ivhat thofe words may mean. 
" Himfelf, the Father, bveth thee," 

A Ihorelefs ocean, an abyls 

Unfatbom'd, iUl'd with good and blifs. 

Now breaks on her enruptured iighc; 
She fees God's iace, Ihe Icameth there 
What this ftiall be, to be His heir. 

Joint-heir with Chrift her Lord, in light. 

The body refts, its labours o«r. 
And flceps till Chrift Ihall bid it wake; 

The duft that earth and darknelt cover. 
Then as a fun its tomb fliall break. 
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ijs^ <Stmaaia, 



Ah with what joy it rifes then 

To meet the per&£t Ibul again I 

Redeem'd from death, no more to fever. 
At that great marriage feall (hall they 
With all the laints their homage pay. 

And worihip there the Lamb for ever. 

We who yet wander through the waftc. 
In laiih long aiter Thcc on high ; 

While here the bread of tears we tafte. 
We think upon that home of joy. 

Where we (who knows how foon ?) fliall meet 

With all the faints at jefu's feet. 

And dwell with Him for ever there. 
We fhall fee God; how deep the blifs 
We know not yet that lies in this ; 

Lord Jefus, come, our hearts prepare ! 

Allendorf. 17x5. 



m. 

Oh how blelTed, ftithfiil fools, are ye. 

Who have pafs'd through death ; yoar God ye fee, 

Efcaped at laft 
From al] the forrows that yet hold us &fl! 

Here as in a prifon wc are bound. 
Care and fear, and terrors hem us round. 

And all we know 
It is bat toil and grief of heart below. 



Cioogic 



Ugra ^tnnantca. 



While that yc are refting in your home. 
Safe from pain, all inilery o'ercome. 

No grief or ctola 
Can mix with yonder joy» to work you lofs. 

Chrift doth wipe away your every ttar. 
Ye poflefs what we but long for here. 

To you is fung 
The fong that ne'er through mortal ears hath rung. 

Who is there that would not gladly die. 
Changing earth for fuch a home on high. 

Or who would Hay 
To toil amid thefe forrows night and day I 

Come, O Chrill, releafe as from our poft. 
Lead us quickly hence to yonder hoft, 

Whofe battle won. 
Now drink in joy and blifs from Thee our Sun. 
Simon Dach. i6;o. 
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TluKumbmftt tbt Ufi band tri tb€ imuitn af til mp»el kjnaii 
'm Ih " ytrjatb lina ail^mbun Gijang lad Giitt Bucbi" 
fivm whitk tiifi kywai ari tranfitlid. 

No. rmc 

17D. ABwaanded Heidi MuflThoa go 

1 5 1. Alai, dor Loid, what etil haft Than done . . 77 

135. All ye Gendle laadi awake I 30 

SSt. Am 1 1 Snngec bere, DD earthalooe .... 57 

135. A fuR ftronghald oar God ii He 175 

198. Awake, O man, and bntn thee lluike .... 61 

493. Awake, thon careleli world, awake .... 4 

617. Awake, ThoD Spirit, who of old 41 

438. Be thoD content 157 

53a. Chris, ThoQ the eham^oD af the band . . . 105 

787. Come, brethren, let at go 163 

741. Come deck our feaft to-day no 

III. Come, Holf Spirit, God and Lord iiS 

14. Come, mj Ibol, awake, 'til morning .... iiS 

ll£. Come to Tbjr temple here on earth 113 

4fiS. Cometh fiuiihine after rain 100 

13. Daj^fpring of EtcmlCj ait 

814. Dear Soul, unildft than become a child .... ti 

139. Eteroitj! Etsnl^l 16 

»39. Few not, O licde flock, the &c t; 
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40]. Follow me, in me ye lire 19a 

914. From be»<n iboie to einli I coi» .... t» 

jlo. Great High-pricft wbo deiga'dft u> be . . . . ji 

4]6. God liTcth ever ! 33 

15. God wbo madeft euib lad hdven ..... 21J 

n^. God I whom I u loie hive known .... £38 

6]t, Goiad dif mjr Enve to-dif X4.J 

■47. Go fbnh, my ban, and leik delight .... 137 

{So. Heait and hem together bound laj 

7II. Heivenwud doth out ioumey tend log 

iga. HcK, O my God, I cift me at Thy feet . . . S3 

119. HolyGbofil my Comfoiter! 103 

S7. Holanni u the Son of Dand f Raire .... 67 

■ How hleft to all Thy followen, Lord, the road . 177 

76. How Dull I meet Thee } How my lieart ... 7 

7to. ir Tbou, True Life, wilt in me live i^ 

419. If God be on my fid ,31 

179. In the bondl of Death H< lay gj 

4S1. In tlie midft of life, beliald S37 

Soo. 1 mil not let Thee (0 59 

194. Jefu my Redeemer liie* 03 

S77. Leave aU to God i$i 

435. LeiTC God to order ill thy wiyi ic, 

411. Let who will in thee Tgolce igi 

79. lift up yoar headi, ye migh^ gaCn 10 

141. IJghlof [he Geadle world toe 

708. Long in the fpiiit^world my Coal had Ibught . . 193 

481. Lord Jefiii Cbrift, true Man and God .... 141 

734. Lord, on earth I dwell in pain toS 

15*. Lord 1 Thj death and paSon pre 71 

497. Loring Shepherd, kind and trae 98 

* No. 15^ in the rmiller uUeaian. 
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8iS- Mangr i gift did Chrift impul 50 

41 3. Moft High mil Holy Tiinity 1 iso 

914. My God I lo, here before Thy face jS 

907. My God, to Thee I now commend 147 

761. My SiTioui, what Thou didft of old .... 5] 

848. Nothing lair on eaith I f« 48 

291. Not in anger finiCe ui, Loid 5$ 

631. Now huOi your crio, and Hied no ten .... 151 

911. Now rtUt her foul in Jefu'i aimi 151 

51. Now all the wood! ue fleeping laS 

47]. O Croft, wc hail thy bitter reign 155 

346. O Friend oflouii, bow well i) me 14S 

414. O God, t long Thgr light to Tee 146 

717. O Glorious Head, Thou livelt now ig 

739. O God, O Spitic, Light of all chat lira .... 141 

113. O Thou Effendal Word 15 

■ 30. O watchman, will the night of Gn I 

140. Oh how blefled, laithfiil Ibuls, are ye .... 154 

846. Oh would I had a thourand tongoe) 171 

401. Oh well fiir him who all thingi biaiei . . . 169 

394.. One thing ii needfiil 185 

S81. Once more jrom tefi 1 rife again XIi 

747. On mngs of laith, gre tboughta, fly hence . . . Ill 

iSz. Out of the depth! Icr; CO Thee 65 

133. Praifeand thaakiCoTbeeberung 107 

777. Pure ElTencel SpotleA Fount of Ughc . ... 4] 

• Reft of the weary t Thou 8j 

78. Redeemer of the natiou I Come 18S 

316. Shall I not fiag pniie to Thee 101 

%o6. Snire, when tbooattcaU'dof God 46 



* No. 73 in die Imalter collefBon. 
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lOl. Thee, O Inmunuel, we pnife ...... ±4 

60. The day erfnca s]o 

19. The golden funbeun* . zi6 

46. The lupp]r funflune all ii gone ai7 

697. The moon lucb rifen on high aji 

640. Then I hm codqucr'd g then it lift .... 34,5 

. 165. Tbooghall uThee wtreMchlefi 167 

i4j. Thou Holieft Love, whom muft I lore .... 83 

340. Tbon weepeft o'er Jeiulaleni ....... 70 

371. Tbj Word, O Lord, like gentle dewi .... 36 

663. Welcome Thoa TiftdtlD the ftrife 91 

855. Well for him who dl thiagi ioGog 135 

351. Whit hid I been if Tboo wot not 96 

79J. Wbu within me ind wichont 127 

154. When fonow ud retacttt 74 

gSS. When the lift agony dniwi nigh 141 

£67. Who are thole before God'i tbioae soy 

460. Who feeki in weakneli an eicule 150 

S07. Why halt thu>, O deluded heart 143 

gti. Wouldft thou inherit life with Chrift .... 130 

441). Yea, my fpiiit Aia would fink ...... 30a 

501. Yet, there remuncth yet a reft ...... 197 
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TABLE OF GERMAN HYMNS. 

No. 

Adtikt. f^fc 

I. HiitET, irinl die Nicht dcr Sunden i 

». Wach' iuf, irach" mf du fichVe Welt .... 4 

J. Wie bll id) dich emplanpn 7 

4. Micht boch die Tbur, die Thar machc .... to 

Cnumuu Vftix. 

I. Void Hlmniel hoch da komm idi bet .... ix 

a. Du wcfcDlltcliei Won 15 

}. Vcnage nicht du HauHeln kltin 17 

4_ LebA du in mit a wihret Leben 19 

! k'dnni'It du wecdcn li 

i. Wir fingtn dir Immuiuel 14 

7. O Ewigkeit, o Ewigkeit 16 

WerdeUcbtduSadCderHeidcD Jo 

I. Hocbftcr Piiefter, der du dich 3S 

«. Gon lebet noch 33 

3. Dein Wort, O Heir, ift milder Thin 36 

A. Hlerlieg'icb, HecT.iin SOube 3S 

;. Wach auf, du Gcift der eiAen Zeugen .... 4> 

" ' » Wcren, lautie Qjielle 43 

SxrrnAauiMA. 

RJDge recbt wenn Cottet Goade ifi 

SizAsnmA. 

Kiduc ScbiJnbeil hat die Welt 48 



rn groflen Cutern 
II taurend Jabten . 
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262 lETBtilt of CEeniiBn l^rnns. 

Smf mich nklit ia deiDcm Zom 55 

I. Bin ich allcin da Fccmdliog auf 57 

1. Ich lift dicfa niche, da Hulf io 59 

]. Enracb, Menlch, ecwacbe 61 

4. Hier lieg ich nun mcin GoR tu doacn .... 63 

5- Aui tie&' Notb fchrel kb lu die 65 

WlU BirOKZ Eaitu. 

1. Hofiioni! DividiSohn 67 

2. Du wcineft fur Jcniialem 70 

3. Jefu ddnt dtfcn Wundcn 71 

4. Wenn mdne Sund' mich luankea 74 

S- Heraliebfter Jefii, wM hail du 77 

6. O Hiupt idU Blut und Wundcn So 

7. O du LielK meiner Licbe S3 

S So fuhcA du, o mdne Ruh S5 

I. Chiift lag in TodeOnndra 87 

1. Vcfklaneg Haupt nUD lebdl du 89 

f. WilUcnmineii Held im Streice 91 

4. lefui nKuie Zuvcr€chc - 93 

AnxK EiUTiR. 

1. Wa war ich ohne dich gewefea 96 

X. Guiec Hirte v^lft du niche 98 

3. AnfdenNebelfolgtdieSonoe 100 

4. Heii'ger Ceift, da Trofter mein 103 

J. Cluifte, du Bujbnd deiaer Kreuigemeine . . , 105 

ASCINSIOM. 

1. HenaufErdeDniuIiichleideD ia( 

I. HimmelHNtm gehc unfeic Bahn ...... loS 

WHITinKTIDl. 

I. SchmiickC di< Felt mit Miien tio 

1. Zeuch ein lu deinen Thorcn li] 

}. Kjimm Heil'ger Geilt, Hetre C«n ill 

Hochhcilige Dreieioigkeit iio 

I, Gehc hin ihr gliiut^n Ccdanken til 

1. Heiz und Hen veniot lulammen iij 

3. Wm Toa aulTcn und von innen 117 
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K. If) Gon fur mich [o trete I^i 

Ot O dcr allea lutt Terlorcn ..,,.,,. 135 

7. Gch aus, mcin Hen, und fuchc Fnad .... 137 

». O Con, Geill, Uchc da Lcbeni 141 

9. Wu hinluE Ihr betrogncn Secleo 143 

10. Nachdir, aGo«T»langetiiiich 146 

11. WiewohliftmiroFniiiiddcrSeelcn .... 148 

12. WMGchiuFfein«Schwachheit fteuR .... 150 

13. WcToar den lieben GoR lalft walten 53 

14. Kreui wit griUTen dich von HerKn IJS 

15. Gieb dich lufricdcn 157 

16. LaTi dicb Gott 161 

17. Kommr Bruder lasft una gehea 163 

18. Wennilleuntieuwerdtn 1G7 

19. Wohl dem der fich mic Flciri bemuhet . . . . 1G9 
ZO- O dafi ich taufend Zung«i bactc . . .... 171 

ZI. Ein fefte Burg 175 

II. So f iihrft du doch recht fcUg Heir I77 

23. Du a fchonei Wdtgetnude iSi 

14. Eii» ift Noth 1S5 

IJ. KDnimHcidenhelland,LSlegcld tgg 

St. Akdeiw. 

Folgec mic, Tuft una das Lebcn 190 

Liingft ruchteft du, mcin Gcifi, cin 193 

PklSINTATiaH. 

HeiT }e(a Ucht der Heiden 195 

St. Mattbim. 

El ift noch cine Ruh Torhaaden 197 
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MORHING. 

I. Gottdea HUnmeli uad d« Erden lit 

I. Die goldene Sonne ii6 

3. Seele du mmll munter miden stS 

4. Moijenglaiu der Ewigkcit iio 

5. Nun mt ich wieder aui der Rah iii 

I. ISnuDUr ifi der Sonnenlchein »7 

a. Nna ruhen alle WHic! lit 

3. Der Tag ift bin mtin Geift und ajo 

^ Der Maud ift aufgegaagen 131 

Foi THE Dying. 

E. Mitten wir im Lebcn find . , , 137 

*. Gott den icii all Liebe kenne »j8 

3. Kommt an der Tod, da ich mnfi ringen .... 14.1 

4. Herr Jefu Chrilt, wahr Meafch und Gott ... 141 

5. GehC nun bin and gnbt m»n Grab 143 

6. So hab iib obgefieget 145 

7. Mem Gott in ddne Hande 147 

BVUAI. or TBI Dkac. 

I. HortaufmitTraacinundmitKIig 151 

a. Die Seele niht in Jefu Annen 251 

}. O we felig feid ilu doch ihr Frominen .... 254 
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